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Heab ye not that angel voice, 

Sweeter than the harps of heaven, 
Bidding youthful souls rejoice 

In the grace by Jesus given ? 
See ye not that form of light, 

Clothed with radiance of the skies, 
Bringing gems and jewels bright. 

Treasures of the good and wise ? 

In her right hand " length of days," 

In her left, the heart's increase ; 
Bright and pleasant all her ways. 

And her paths are paths of peace. 
Hark ! she calleth : Them I love. 

Who to me their love have given, 
Early seek for joys above. 

Early find the peace of heaven* 
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^ Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace/' 

— ^Prov. iii. 17. 

EAELY three thousand years ago there was a 
great king in Jerusalem. He had everything 
that heart could wish, and he made up his 
mind that if there was such a thing as happiness to 
be found in this world, he would find it and make 
it his own. So he tried to see whether it could be 
bought with money; but although he had great 
piles of gold and silver, all his riches seemed to say, 
** Happiness is not in me.'" Then he had a most 
splendid house, all shining with gold, and so filled 
with beautiful and pleasant things, that the whole 
world wondered at them ; yet as he walked through 
the great gilded rooms of his palace, the ver}^ walls 
seemed to say to him, " Happiness is not in me.'* 
Then he had pleasures more than I could tell you 
of : he ate and he drank, he made gardens and or- 
chards^ he had his men-singers and his women-singers, 
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and his bands of music, and whatever his eyes de- 
sired he "kept not from them;" and yet they each 
one seemed to say, " Happiness is not in me." And 
the great king looked upon his silver and gold, and 
houses and gardens, and pictures and all his precious 
treasures, and sighed, "Vanity of vanities, all is 
vanity.'' They could not make him happy. 

But was there no happiness to be found anywhere ? 
Yes ; and Solomon became as good and wise as he 
was great, and he found that religion was better 
than thrones and palaces, for it could make him 
happy, and they could not. So in this Book of Pro- 
verbs he tells us all how we may be happy too. He 
speaks of wisdom, but that is only another name 
for religion ; for as none others are so happy, so 
none are so wise as those who know, and love and 
obey God. How beautiful are his words ! " Happy 
is the man,'' or the child, "that findeth wisdom, 
and the man that getteth understanding. For the 
merchandise of it is better than the merchandise of 
silver, and the gain thereof than fine gold. She is 
more precious than rubies : and all the things 
thou canst desire are not to be compared unto her. 
Length of days is in her right hand ; and in her left 
hand riches and honour. Her ways are ways of 
pleasantness, and all her paths are peace." 

It is just as if this world were full of paths, and 
as if we all were travellers. There are ways of sin 
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that look pleasant at first, and thousands of little 
feet are walking in them ; but oh, they are not 
paths of peace, but of bitter woe, all hard and 
thorny, and they lead to death. Then there are the 
ways of religion, that are bright and beautiful as the 
paths where angels tread, and leading to happiness 
and peace in heaven. 

Let us all set out together for a little walk in 
these pleasant ways, these paths of peace ; and I 
hope we shall learn to love them so well, that we 
shall keep on walking in them as long as we live. 

I shall show you six beautiful walks, and I hope 
that you will forget none of the pleasant things that 
we see along the way. 

I. The first of these paths looks narrow and thorny, 
and it has such a low gateway that men and women 
have to stoop verv much when they enter it. But 
children can go through it more easUy, and it has 
no such sharp thorns for little feet as it has for 
those that are larger — I mean the way of Repent- 
ance. 

What is repentance ? It is sorrow for sin. But 
can sorrow make us happy ? and can a way that is 
filled with tears be called a pleasant way ? Yes. 
Look at that young man whom our Lord Jesus 
Christ tells us of in the parable. He has left his 
pleasant home and his kind father, and has gone a 
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great way off in paths of wickedness. Soon his 
money is all spent, and he has nothing to eat and 
only rags to wear, and he hires himself out to tend 
the hogs ; and still he is so hungry, that he would 
like to fill himself " with the husks that the swine 
did eat, and no man gave unto him/' Then he be- 
gins to think how wicked he has been, and the tears 
come into his eyes, and his heart seems ready to 
break, and he says, " I will arise and go to my 
father, and I will say unto him. Father, I have 
sinned against heaven and in thy sight, and am no 
more worthy to be called thy child/' So he started, 
poor and hungry and ragged as he was, to go home. 
But his father was watching for his boy, and when 
he saw him a great way off, he ran and fell on his 
neck and kissed him, and brought him to his house, 
and made him so happy there that the prodigal 
Inever wanted to wander any more. 

Now like the path of that young man to his 
home is this way of repentance. For hard as it is, 
it leads to our Father s house, from which we have 
strayed away ; and when we go humbly to Him, 
and say, " Father, I have sinned,'' and tell Him that 
we are very sorry, and ask His grace that we may 
not sin against Him more, then that Father forgives 
us, and loves us with all His heart, and makes us 
happy in this life, and takes us up at last to the man- 
sions of His own glorious home on high. 
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Oh, it is a blessed thing to repent ; a happy, 
glorious thing to go and tell all our sins to God, 
and to lay them upon Jesus, and to know that God 
loves us again, and ^dll help us to obey and serve 
Him. Do you know what that is over which the 
angels sing their sweetest, grandest songs ? It is 
not over riches and honours, or anything that the ' 
world calls great ; but if they could see from their 
shining home on high one of the little ones sorry 
for sin, and see any of these little feet entering the 
way of repentance, they would strike their harps 
anew, and sing out the glad news till heaven rang 
again ; for what says our Saviour ? *' There is joy in 
heaven among the angels of God over one sinner 
that repenteth/^ And surely the angels would not 
rejoice over this way that seems so sad, if it were 
not a pleasant way. But they well know, and we 
all know, that any way is pleasant that leads the 
soul to God, and that every path that leads away 
jfrom God is a path of sin and sorrow. 

IL Another of religion's pleasant ways is the way 
of Faith 

A little girl who lived a great way off from the 
church wanted very much to attend a Sunday- 
school meeting that was held one Sabbath evening. 
But her mother was sick, and her father could not 
go with her, and between their house and the vil- 
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lage were some thick woods which the child was 
afraid to go through alone. What could she do 1 
Her father told her that she might go in the after- 
noon, and then he would go to the edge of the 
woods and meet her when she returned at night. 
So she went with a little friend, and enjoyed her- 
self finely ; and on their way home they came as 
far as the woods, but no father was in sight. The 
other little girl was frightened, and said, "Your 
father is not here. I don't think he wiU come ; 1 
am afraid.^' " Don't be afraid," said Jennie ; " he 
said he would come, and I know he will. Now, I 
will call father, and you wiU hear him answer.'' 
So she shouted, '* Father!'* and a little way off 
she heard her father's voice. "There,'' said she, 
" didn't you hear ? I knew he would come.'' 
Soon little Jennie felt her father's hand holding 
hers tightly, and her way through the dreary 
woods was a pleasant way, for her father was 
with her. 

So with us as we go through this world. There 
are dangers all around us that majie us afraid. If 
we try to go alone we are sure to get lost, and 
shall never find our way to the heavenly home, 
But our kind Father has promised to meet us and 
to help us ; and when the way seems dark, all 
that we have to do is, like the little girl, to call out, 
" Father ! " that is, to pray to Him, and soon 
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although we do not see Him, we shall hear His voice, 
and He will guide us through all the weary way. 
So the apostle Paul says, " We walk by faith, and 
not by sight." 

And what a pleasant way this is. It is so de- 
lightful to feel that God is with us, holding us up 
with His strong hand, and keeping us from all harm, 
and leading us in His own wise way ; and to know 
that Jesus Christ is with us, speaking sweet pro- 
mises to our hearts, and washing them in His blood 
from aU their sins. Oh, how safe we feel in the 
company of Him who feeds the ravens and clothes 
the lilies, and who will never leave us; nor let the 
world or Satan take us from His side. May God 
keep all our feet in this way of pleasantness, this 
path of peace ! 

III. Another pleasant way is the way of Obedi- 
ence. 

Our wicked hearts sometimes make this way 
seem hard to us, but it is not hard to those who 
love God. The path of disobedience is hard, and 
the feet that walk in it are sure to be pierced with 
many sharp thorns. 

A great many years ago there was a lady who 
was very sick, and she had a little boy whose name 
was Henry. One afternoon little Henry sat by her 
bed, and his blue eyes filled with tears as he heard 
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her coughing her life away. Presently he went and 
threw his arms around his mother's neck, and 
nestled his head in her bosom, and said, " Mother, I 
do love you ; I wish you wasn't sick.'' 

An hour later he came running into the room all 
in a glow, and stamping the snow off from his feet, 
he said, " mother, may I go skating ? It is so 
nice. Ed and Charlie are going." 

"No, Henry," said his mother, with her feeble 
voice ; " the ice is not hard enough yet." 

" But, mother," he said, " you are sick all the time, 
how do you know ? " 

" My child, you must not go ; the ice is not thick 
enough," said the mother, gently. " I should like 
to have my little boy go, but you cannot. You 
said you loved me, and I hope you will obey me." 

" No, I don't love you now, mother," said the boy, 
going out and slamming the door. 

The tears fell thick upon the pillow of the poor 
sick mother, and in a little while she was asleep. 
But presently the heavy steps of men were heard, 
as if they were bringing something into the house. 
It was little Henry, and he was almost dead. He 
had disobeyed his mother, and so had disobeyed 
that God who says, " Children, obey your parents in 
the Lord." He had gone to skate, and had broken 
through the thin ice, and the water was very deep, 
and they had very hard work to save him from 
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drowning. Do you think he found the way of dis- 
obedience a pleasant way ? 

But this was not all. His mother heard the noise, 
and she asked, " Is it Henry ? Oh, I knew he went. 
Is he dead ? '' But she did not hear the answer ; 
she commenced coughing, and she died in agony, 
strangled to death. Poor mother ! the thought of 
her child's disobedience had killed her. 

The boy lived, and the next morning he came 
sobbing into his mother's room, and cried, " Mother, 
I do love you.^' But oh, how he felt when her cold 
lips did not give back his kiss, and her cold hand 
fell like a stone from his. " Mother, I do love you 
now. mother, forgive me," he kept sobbing and 
crying all day long. He would not go away from 
that bedside, and could not stop begging, " Speak to 
me, mother." 

But those lips could not speak to him again ; and 
although Henry lived for many, many years after 
that body was laid in the grave, he seemed to hear 
those words ringing in his ears, the last that he had 
spoken to her, " Mother, I don't love you now.'' 

Yes, the path of disobedience is a path of thorns ; 
but to obey God, to obey our parents, to give up 
our stubborn wills, and try always to do as our 
heavenly Father tells us, this is to walk in a blessed 
heavenly way, in the way that Jesus trod, and where 
the angels walk. All along this way God smiles 
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from the sides upon the little traveller, and makes 
his path a path of peace. And if sometimes it is 
hard to obey God, we have only to ask Him to help 
us, and He will make it easy. 

This was the way a little boy named Georgie 
used to do. He tried very hard to be good, yet, 
like all children, he sometimes wanted to have his 
own way. One day he did something that was 
wrong, and his mother was obliged to punish him 
for it. When night came he could not forget how 
wicked he had been, and when he said his little 
prayer, he prayed in his childish way, " Lord, 
bless Georgie, and make him a good boy; and don't 
let him be naughty again — never, no, never; be- 
cause, when he is naughty, he sticks to it so." 

But God can help us to be good, and to stick to 
it ; that is, to keep on in this way of pleasantness 
all our lives ; and God will make every step easier 
and lighter, until the feet that here walk in His 
ways shall stand in the golden streets of heaven, 
and God shall say, "Well done, thou good and 
faithful servant ; enter thou into the joy of thy 
Lord." 

IV. Another of religion's pleasant walks is C/ie- 
fvlness. 

None are so happy as those who try to make all 
around them happy, who try to wipe away the tears 
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and cheer the hearts of others. And how many- 
there are who need our kind words and deeds ; 
how many poor and friendless children of our 
heavenly Father to whom we can do good ; how 
many who are downcast and sorrowing, to whom 
even a little child may go, like an angel, with pleas- 
ant words and smiles, making them smile and sing 
for joy. Oh, if we all tried as hard as we might to 
be useful to one another, and useful for God, this 
world would be more like heaven than it now is ; 
for it is true that 

^' Little deeds of kindness, 
Little words of love, 
Make our earth an Eden 
Like the heaven above.** 

But, as of all the other pleasant ways of religion, 
there are many who are very slow in finding out 
this path. They are like a man in Italy who had 
plenty of money, but was very unhappy. One day 
he felt so wretched, that he made up his mind to 
kill himself. He started to go down to the river to 
throw himself in ; and on the way he was met 
by a poor little girl, who begged that he would 
give her some money to buy bread for herself and 
her starving mother and sisters. He gave her the 
few pieces of silver he had with him ; and such a 
look of thankfulness and joy as she gave him ! He 
then thought he would follow the child home; and 
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when he reached the spot, they all knelt at his feet 
with tears of delight streaming from their eyes. 
And then, for the first time in many years, that man 
felt happy ; and he prayed God to forgive him for 
his wicked thought of killing himself ; and he was 
no longer miserable, for he had learned to walk in 
this way of pleasantness. 

V. Another pleasant way is that of Love. 

Did you ever hear an echo ? In some places in 
the mountains and among the great rocks, if you 
shout your name aloud, you will hear it repeated, 
now on one side and now on another, so plainly that 
you would think some one was watching you. 

Once there was a boy, who knew nothing about 
the echo, wandering over a mountain. It seemed 
very lonely, and he cried aloud, and was surprised 
to hear a voice, as he thought, mocking him. Then 
he became angry, and ran to find the boy who had 
tried to mimic him. But he found no one ; and 
he began to call that boy all kinds of hard names, 
and to abuse him in every way ; but still all his 
angry words and tones were faithfully returned to 
him. Then, all choking with rage, he ran home and 
told his mother that a boy in the woods had been 
calling him hard and wicked names. But the mother 
took her child by the hand, and said, " My child, 
those names were only the echoes of your own voice. 
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Whatever you called was repeated to you from the 
the hill-side. Had you called out pleasant words, 
pleasant words would have been returned to you.^ 
So it is in life ; the world will always be an echo of 
your own heart. If you feel and show anger and 
unkindness to others, they will be angry and unkind 
to you ; but if you love them, they will love you. 

"Love one another,** says the Bible ; and this is 
one of its sweetest lessons. The way of love is 
always a sunny path ; for it is bright and beautiful 
with the light of heaven, and sweet flowers of joy 
grow all along its borders, and the air is filled with 
the soft music of pleasant words and happy songs. 
Let us go hand in hand along this path of peace, 
loving God most, and loving one another — yes, lov- 
ing even our enemies, if we have any, and so try to 
make a little heaven upon earth. 

VI. And now, lest you grow weary of these walks, 
I must hasten to show you the sixth and last of 
them, and that is Hope. 

Oh, let us thank God for opening out so bright 
and beautiful a path through this dark world — a 
path so filled with rich flowers of promise, and 
flowers that have no thorns — a path that shines 
with the clear light of the heavenly city which lies 
at its end. And all along the way, heaven's bright- 
ness beams in the eve of the traveller, and blessed 
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voices call out to us from the skies, telling us of the 
harps and robes and crowns that are ready for our 
coming. Who would not walk in this pleasant way 
to God and heaven ? 

A young girl named Annie, who had attended a 
Sabbath-school near Calcutta, became very ill, and 
one day she said to her mother, " Mother, I once 
read in a tract that a doctor told a dying man, ' I 
fear, sir, there is no hope.' ' I know, I know,' said 
the man ; * you say there is no hope for my body, 
and I feel there is no hope for my soul — no hope, 
no hope.' But oh, mother," said the little girl, " how 
thankful I should be that, even though my body 
must die, I have hope for my soul. Blessed Jesus, 
through Thee I have obtained this hope, and I shall 
not be ashamed.'' 

She loved nothing so much as her Bible, unless 
it was her Saviour ; and when she was too weak to 
read, she begged her friends to read to her, when 
she would often exclaim, " How sweet ! how beau- 
tiful ! I want to be with Jesus. I want to see the 
glorious things that are written in this book." 

One night she was very thirsty from her fever ; 
and as her mother gave her some drink, she said, 
" Jesus will soon satisfy me with the water of life, 
and I shall never thirst again." 

An hour after, Annie's mother was again awak- 
ened by these joyous words of her sick and suffer- 
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ing child, " Happy, happy, happy ! Oh, I am so 
happy ! " said the dying girl. 

The evening before she died, a friend called to 
see her, and asked her how she felt. " Weaker, but 
happier,'' was her answer. Then she called her 
brother to her, and said, " Henry, here is my beau- 
tiful red and gilt Bible for you. Do read it, Henry, 
darling. You must forsake your sins and all your 
naughty ways. I know this is hard ; but then when 
it is done it is so nice — so nice." "Mother," she 
said, " you will meet me in heaven. Oh, how de- 
lightful that will be ! " Then, throwing her arms 
around the neck of her cousin, she begged her to 
become a Christian, saying, **0 Maria, seek the 
Lord while He may be found ; He is so precious on 
a dying bed." 

And then she fell back on the pillow, and softly 
murmured, " I am going to sing the new song, 
* Worthy is the Lamb that was slain.' Oh, I thank 
Thee, I thank Thee, my Father." And with these 
sweet words on her lips, her spirit passed away 
from earth, to worship before the throne of God in 
heaven. 

Now, what a Christian hope did for her, it can do 
for all of us. It can give us, a& David says, " songs 
in the night; " can make us happy while we live, and 
when we grow weak in death, can make us happier 
still, and prepare us to sing the new song in heaven. 

B 
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I have now told you of some of religion's ways 
of pleasantness and paths of peace. Will you not 
walk in them and be happy ? May God help us all 
to tread these paths on earth, that together we may 
walk in them on high, in that world of perfect peace 
where there is "fulness of joy/' and where there arc 
^^ pleasures for evermore ! '' 
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" Hark to nature's lesson, given 
By the blessed birds of heaven. 
Every bush and tufted tree 
Warbles sweet philosophy : 
Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow, 
God provideth for the morrow. 

** Say, have kings more wholesome fare 
Than we, poor citizens of air ? 
Bams nor hoarded gains have we, 
Yet we carol merrily : 

Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow, 
God provideth for the morrow." 




BIRD VOICES. 

« Behold the fowls of the air.'— Matt. vi. 26. 

^HO does not love the birds ? Bright, beau- 
tiful creatures they are, with their glossy- 
feathers, and their sweet songs that fill the 
air with melody. They are among the most won- 
derful of the works of God ; and when we see them 
flying from tree to tree, or soaring in graceful cir- 
cles up through the sky, their light colours shining 
in the sunbeams, they seem to be a kind of link be- 
tween heaven and earth, or like little messengers 
sent to warble in our ears the praise of God. 

And are they not to us all eloquent preachers ? 
When Jesus said to His disciples, " Behold the fowls 
of the air/* it was as if He ordained all the feathery 
tribes as ministers to teach the world their lessons 
of trust and love and sweet contentment. " They 
sow not," said Christ, " neither do they reap or 
gather into bams, and yet your heavenly Father 
feedeth them." How beautiful, and how full of 
comfort were these words to the disciples. Many 
of them afterwards became very poor; but when 
wicked men drove them from their homes, and left 
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them hungry and ready to perish, they had only to 
look up and remember this saying, and every little 
bird of the air seemed to sing to them, " Tour 
heavenly Father feedeth us ; '' and they were happy, 
for they knew that He who feeds the birds would 
feed His children also. 

But we should not only " behold the fowls of the 
air " to see how wonderfully they are fed and clothed, 
but also to see how God gives them their homes. 
See the little nest as it hangs away up in the tree. 
There the bird family live as comfortably as we do 
in our snug houses. Who taught them to build 
those homes ? They have not minds as we have, 
yet I doubt if our fingers could weave anything 
that would suit them so well. God has given them 
instinct ; and this is so strong and true that it 
helps them to gain their food and build their nests, 
and care for their little baby birds much better than 
we could with all our thinking and studying. 

There are a great many kinds of birds-nests, and 
every bird builds just that kind of one that is best 
for itself. Wonderful workers are they with their 
tiny bills, and feet that take the place of hands. It 
has been found that they have all the trades among 
them. There are .the miners, who dig out their 
homes under groimd, like the winter wrens, the 
king-fishers, and penguins. There are the ground- 
builders, who make their nests upon the ground and 
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among dead leaves, like the whip-poor-wills and 
sparrows. There are the masons, like the swallows, 
who build of clay and mud. Then the carpenters, 
cutting out their homes, as the woodpeckers do in 
the trunks and branches of the trees. Then the 
weavers, like the oriole, who makes a strong kind of 
cloth, just the shape of a pocket, with several lin- 
ings in it, and inside of all a soft lining of horse- 
hair. On one side of this nest is a round hole that 
answers both for door and window. Then there 
are platform-builders, like the eagle, basket-makers, 
cementers, tailors, and several others. And among 
them all, each bird builds just the same kind of nest 
that its forefathers built thousands of years ago, and 
builds it exactly right, not having to pull down and 
alter his house, as men often do when they have 
made mistakes. How wonderful is the wisdom and 
goodness of God in guiding them and teaching them 
to do all these things ! 

I hope none of my readers are so wicked as to 
rob and take away their nests. It is as cruel to 
the birds as it would be for a man to come and pull 
down our homes, and carry oflF the children from their 
parents. 

And do not think of destroying the birds. We 
call Japan a heathen country ; but in Japan they 
never kill birds for sport. They have little troughs 
scooped out for them in the tombstones, which the 
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priests are very careful to fill every morning with 
fresh water for their drink. Besides, the birds are 
very useful. A few years ago the farmers in Indiana 
declared war against all the blackbirds, calling them 
thieves and many other hard names, because they 
took some of their corn and oats. They shot thou- 
sands of them and drove them away. But pretty 
soon there came large armies of worms that almost 
ate up their crops. Nothing could stop them until 
God sent the blackbirds back, who ate the worms, 
and so saved some part of the harvest. So the birds 
everywhere are like police- oflScers or watchmen sent 
by God to protect our fields and orchards and 
gardens, and destroy their enemies. Let us be kind 
to them, for the good they do is more than we can 
measure. 

The Bible tells us a great deal about birds, and 
has some beautiful stories in which we see how God 
has used them like little ministering angels for the 
comfort of His children. 

You all know the story of the deluge ; how the 
whole earth was drowned on account of the wicked- 
ness of the people, and only Noah and his family 
were saved in the ark. When the ark had floated 
many days upon the waters, they began to see the 
tops of the mountains. They looked out of the 
windows, hoping to see some green spot ; but there 
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was not a tree, pr shrub, or blade of grass. Then 
Noah took a beautiful dove and sent it out as a 
messenger in search of land. Away flew the bird 
over the waters, on and on, tiU its wings grew 
weary, and it found no place to rest, but came flut- 
tering back, and Noah put out his hand and drew 
her tenderly into the ark. Then he waited a week, 
and once more sent out his lovely little messenger. 
Away she flew over the waters ; and when the sun 
was going down they saw her return, not weak and 
trembling as before, but on strong wing, that showed 
she had found a place of rest, and with a fresh olive- 
leaf in her mouth, which was a sign to Noah that 
the waters were going down, and that soon the green 
earth would appear. 

Now, who was that dove like when she was flying 
so wearily over the waters away off* from the ark, 
and finding no rest for the sole of her foot ? She 
was like the child or youth who is afar from God, 
wandering in ways of sin. Our souls fly now this 
way and now that, seeking to be happy ; but like 
the fluttering dove, we find " no rest." Oh, fly to 
the ark Christ Jesus, who says to all, "Come unto 
me, and I will give you rest.'^ Are you not tired of 
sin, tired of folly, tired of straying away from your 
best Friend ? Hasten to Jesus, as the dove did to 
the ark, and there you shall find sweet rest and 
peace. 



26 PLEASANT PATHS. 

Do you ask, How shall I come ? The dove flew 
upon the wings that God had given her. Faith and 
repentance are the wings of the soul ; and all you 
have to do is to believe in Jesus, to take Him at His 
word, and fall right into His arms of love. 

A minister once put his little girl up on the 
mantel-piece, and said, "Jump into my arms; I 
will catch you/' 

" Stretch out your hands, papa,'^ said she, hesi- 
tating. 

" Trust me, my dear child,'' answered he, putting 
his arms behind him ; "jump and trust me, and I 
will receive you.'' 

Gathering up all the love and trust her little heart 
contained, she gave one leap, and found herself safely 
folded to her father's bosom. 

So, dear children, come to Christ. His hand is 
stretched out, like Noah's from the ark, all ready 
to take you to Himself and give you rest in His 
bosom. 

There is another thing that Noah's dove reminds 
us of. What is heaven but a beautiful ark, whose 
window is open to the returning wanderer. Ob, 
when this life is past, and we are weary and worn 
out, and longing for a home of peaceful rest, how 
sweet to fly on angel wings up, up through the skies, 
and there find that " rest for the weary," of which 
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we now love to sing, in the arms of Jesus, where 
nothing can harm us. May we all be gathered in 
that ark ! 

" Mother/' said a djring child who loved Jesus, 
" shall you cry much when Jesus takes me ? ^' 

" I am afraid I shall/' answered the mother, with 
eyes full of tears. 

" Oh please don't," entreated the child, with a dis- 
tressed look, "please don't; for you know, whatever 
may happen to Jessie and John in this naughty 
world, your little Effie will be safe. Sin and Satan 
can't snatch her from Jesus' arms, never, never. 
Won't that comfort you, mother ? You need never 
worry about me," And in a few moments she was 
safe in the ark. 

But the most beautiful story of a dove is that 
which is told by Matthew. When Jesus was bap- 
tized, all at once the heavens were opened, and a 
beautiful dove flew down through the skies and 
rested upon Him, while a voice was heard saying, 
" This is my beloved Son." 

What did all this mean ? Why, Matthew tells 
us that it was the Holy Spirit descending like a 
dove. The beautiful bird was an emblem of God's 
Holy Spirit. And a beautiful emblem it is — so 
pure and innocent and lovely. You know that in 
old times, before we had our telegraphs and rail- 
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roads, one kind of doves were used as messengers 
to carry letters between distant friends. So the 
Holy Spirit flies between earth and heaven, carry- 
ing up our prayers and desires to God, and bringing 
back His messages of love to cheer our hearts. And 
if we pray for the Holy Spirit, He will live in our 
hearts, and make us all like doves, pure and harm- 
less and gentle, and always happy. Oh give Him 
your heart for His resting-place, and never grieve 
Him away by sinful thoughts and actions. 

Another wonderful bird story in the Bible is 
about the raven. God was punishing the wicked 
people by giving them no rain or dew, and soon the 
corn and wheat all died } and the beasts, having 
nothing to drink, died too ; and the people every- 
where were starving. It was an awful famine. 
But there was a good man, a prophet, named Elijah ; 
and God kept him alive, though so many others 
were perishing. How did He do this? He kept 
one little brook, called Cherith, all the time running 
to give him drink ; and every morning and night 
He sent the ravens to him with bread and meat for 
his breakfast and supper ; so that while the wicked 
people were dying of thirst and starvation, this good 
man had all that he needed to eat and drink. 

So God always takes care of His dear children. 
If He does not send the ravens to feed us, He will 
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provide some way or other to supply our wants, if 
we pray to Him and trust Him. 

I have read of a poor sick minister in the far 
west, who had no means of getting the delicate, 
nourishing food that was needed for his feeble body ; 
but he trusted in God ; and one day he was sur- 
prised to see a cat come with a little bird and lay it 
at his door. The next day she came with another 
bird, and so on day by day, till the sick man was 
well, and then she did not bring any more. 

Once God fed a poor Christian in Germany, not 
by a raven, but by a little singing-bird. The 
man was sitting at his door early in the morning, 
his eyes red with weeping, and his heart crying 
out unto God. His money and food were gone, and 
he was fearing every moment that an officer would 
come and carry him oflF to prison for a debt which 
he could not pay. Just then a little bird flew up 
the street. It fluttered now one way and now an- 
other, as if not knowing where to go, and then 
darted right over the man's head into his house, 
and lodged on the cupboard. The good man, little 
thinking who had sent the bird, shut the door, 
caught the bird, and put it in a cage, where it im- 
mediately began to sing very sweetly ; and it 
seemed to the man as if he sung the tune of a hymn 
he knew, beginning, " Fear not thou, when darkness 
reigns ;" and while he listened he was comforted. 
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Suddenly some one knocked at the door. " Ab, 
it is the officer/' thought the man, and he was almost 
afraid to open to him. But no, it was the servant 
of a rich lady, who said that the neighbours had 
seen a bird fly into his house, and wished to know 
if he had caught it. " Oh yes," answered the man, 
" and here it is ; " and the runaway bird was carried 
back to its home. 

A few minutes after the servant came back with 
a sum of money in his hand. « You have done my 
mistress a great favour,'* said he ; " she sets a high 
value upon the bird which had escaped from her. 
She begs you to accept this money with her thanks.^ 
The poor man received it thankfully, and it proved 
to be just the sum he owed ; and when the offices 
came, he said, " Here is the amount of the debt; 
now leave me in peace, for God has sent it to me." 

Dear children, you may be poor and needy, and 
the time may come, for we know not what is before 
us, when you will hardly know where to look in this 
cold world for friends or food or shelter ; but never 
forget to trust in your heavenly Father's love. ** I 
have been young, and now am old,'* said David, 
" yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his 
seed begging bread.** " Behold the fowls of the air,*' 
poor child, and be comforted. Try to feel as that 
good man Martin Luther did, when he saw a bird 
going to roost for the night. " This little fellow,*' 
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said he, "has chosen his shelter, and is quietly 
rocking himself to sleep, without a care for to-mor- 
row^s lodging ; calmly holding by his little twig, 
and leaving God alone to think for him/* 

Let us learn this sweet lesson of the birds ; and 
as we have so many more things to be thankful 
for, let us trust and love and sing the more. 

Another Bible bird is the eagle. This is the king 
of birds. Large and strong, they fly far beyond our 
sight ; and their nests are high up on the crags and 
mountains, where no foot of man can tread. In the 
Book of Deuteronomy there is a beautiful song of 
Moses, in which he says that, " as an eagle stirreth 
up her nest, fluttereth over her young, spread eth 
abroad her wings, taketh them, beareth them on 
her wings," so God does with His children. 
What does this mean? Why, that just as the 
eagle-mother teaches the little eaglets to fly by 
fluttering her own great wings, and then making 
them fall out of the nest, and then darting under 
them to keep them from falling too far, and bearing 
them up again on her broad back and wings, so 
God teaches us not to love too much our snug nests 
in this world, but to fly in the paths of duty, to 
trust Christ to keep us safe, and at last to fly up to 
heaven. 

A child lies sick upon his bed, and in his pain 
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and weakness, begins to think what will become of 
him when he dies. Ah, God is stirring up his nest 
and making him uncomfortable here, so that he may 
learn to fly on wings of faith and prayer to Jesus, 
and be saved. 

Or a child is made poor and needy, or God takes 
from his home a dear father or mother, and his heart 
is almost breaking with sorrow. God is stirring up 
his nest, that his thoughts of love and trust may 
soar up to heaven, where Jesus is. 

But when the eagle-mother shakes her little ones 
out of their snug home, she does not let them fall 
to the ground and hurt themselves. So God will 
not leave His little ones to perish, but puts under 
them His everlasting arms, and holds up their souls 
until He has taught them how to fly towards heaven. 
Let us learn these lessons well, that when death 
shall come and break up our dear nestling-places here, 
we shall not perish with them, but shall mount 
up like birds let loose from their cages, to soar and 
sing through the heavenly air in company with the 
angels. 

But there are evil birds of which the Bible speaks, 
as well as good ones. You all know how the farmer 
dreads the crows, who come and steal his corn from 
the ground before it has had time to grow. Some- 
times they make what they call a scarecrow, or a 
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straw-man in hat and coat, to stand up in the field 
and frighten them away. 

Now, Jesus tells us that the Bible is like seed to 
sow in our hearts. When we read its blessed truths 
or hear them preached, then is the sowing-time. 
But this seed does not all come up and grow. 
Why 1 ^* Some seeds,'^ says Christ in His parable, 
" fell by the wayside, and the fowls came and de- 
voured them up." When the disciples asked Him 
to tell them what this meant. He answered, " When 
any one heareth the word of the kingdom and 
understandeth it not, then cometh the wicked one, 
and catcheth away that which was sown in his 
heart/' 

Ah, Satan is in the church and Sabbath-school, 
like the crow in the corn-field ; and when a child 
is inattentive or thinking of other things, as his 
sports and plays, instead of listening to God's Holy 
Word and the instructions of his teacher, then Satan 
is catching away the seed from his heart, so that it 
shall do him no good. Oh, be on the watch against 
this evil bird — ^this wicked one — and do not let 
him steal away these precious truths, that are able 
to save your souls. Ask God to help you to remem- 
ber them, so that they shall be like the seed on good 
ground, that shall spring up and make your whole 
life beautiful with the flowers and fruits of piety. 
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One lesson more from the fowls of the air I hope 
every child will learn — that of praising God. Next 
to the singing of children, there is nothing so melo- 
dious as the music of birds. What grand concerts 
they give in the woods and groves on a fine spring 
morning ; as if their first thought on awaking was 
to praise their Maker, and call on all around to 
praise Him too. 

But you, dear children, have much more to praise 
God for than the birds ; and why has God given you 
your sweet voices, but to warble forth His praise \ 
Shall the robin fill the air with his gushing melody, 
and your voice be silent 1 

" Robin has no shoes and stockings. 
Has no cap upon his head ; 
Nothing but his coat of feathers, 
And his little waistcoat red. 

" Has no cosy bed or blankets. 
Yet you hear him early raise, 
Only for his life and freedom, 

That sweet song of grateful praisa 

•*And since you have every blessing, 
By a loving Father sent, 
Won*t you learn this piece of music, 
Robin's song of sweet content ? " 

When you think of heaven, do you not think of 
singing there " the new song ? '' Then why not now 
begin to sing it, so that you may know it all by 
heart before you get your harp of gold 1 Oh, if 
you love Jesus, and have His Spirit in your heart, 
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you will be so happy that you cannot help singing. 
And no music of birds is so sweet in God's ear as 
the voices of children singing His praise, and shout- 
ing, like those little ones in the temple at Jerusalem, 
"Hosanna to the Son of David/* For the bird- 
songs die away, and soon shall be heard no more ; 
but the child that here "loves to sing of Jesus,'' 
shall keep on singing long after this world has been 
burned up ; and his voice shall never grow tired, 
nor that golden harp be broken or out of tune, nor 
the new song grow old. May we all sing together 
in heaven that sweetest of all songs, " the song of 
Moses and the Lamb." 

" Be good, dear child, and let who will be clever ; 
Do noble things, nor dream them all day long ; 
And so make life, death, and that vast for ever, 

One grand, sweet song." 
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Habk ! the lilies whisper, 

Tenderly and low, 
In our grace and beauty 

See how fast we grow. 
Thus the heavenly Father 

Cares for all below. 

Hark ! the roses speaking. 

Telling all abroad 
Their sweet, wondrous story 

Of the love of Qody 
In the Rose of Sharon, 

Jesus Christ the Lord. 

Buttercups and daisies, 

And the violets sweet- 
Flowers of field and garden- 
All their voices meet, 
And their Maker*s praises 
To our souls repeat. 

Let us then be trustful, 
Doubting not, although 

Much of toil and trouble 
Be our lot below. 

Look upon the lilies : 
See how fair they grow. 
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** Consider the lilies." — Matt. vi. 28. 

'HEN Jesus Christ was in the world, He loved 
the fields and woods, the green trees and 
sweetly singing birds, and the beautiful 
flowers. I have already told you how He pointed 
His poor disciples to the fowls of the air, saying, 
" Your heavenly Father feedeth them." But God 
not only feeds His children, He also clothes them. 
So Jesus told His friends to look at the flowers that 
were blooming all around them. They did not fret 
and worry about what they should wear. " Con- 
sider the lilies of the field, how they grow ; they toil 
not, neither do they spin : and yet I say unto you, 
that even Solomon, in all his glory, was not arrayed 
like one of these.'* 

In this way Jesus made the flowers as well as the 
birds to teach sweet, solemn lessons to His disciples. 
We too may learn something from them. If we 
listen right, we may hear a voice in every leaf of 
the woods, and in every little bud and flower of the 
gardens, that shall whisper to our hearts some 
blessed truths. 
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The flowers teach us many things about God and 
about ourselves. 

I. "What do they teach us about God 1 
First, they say to us, There is a God. A little 
boy was once walking with his father in the garden, 
when he saw a wonderful sight. There was his own 
name growing . out of the ground in small green 
leaves. Every letter of it was there, and he spelled 
it out for himself — James Beattie. He wondered 
very much how it came there. He knew that 
somebody must have sown the seeds, for they could 
not have come up so by chance. He asked his 
father to tell him all about it. 

" Well, my son," said his father, " look at your 
own body : think of your eyes and mouth, your 
hands and feet, and all your limbs. Did they grow 
by chance V 

" No, papa ; somebody must have made me.'' 
Then that father told his little boy about the 
good and great God who had made him and all 
things. So when we walk abroad, we should read 
in every flower and leaf and blade of grass the 
name of God who made them, and thus learn to 
trace everywhere 

'^ The bounteous band that deigns to bless 
The garden, field, and grove." 

Another thing that the flowers say is, God is wise. 
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What is more wonderful than the little seed ? 
Who would suppose that out of that hard, dry 
thing, would grow the strong, deep roots, reaching 
down, like tiny fingers, to gather food out of the 
ground ; and the stalk so tall and straight ; and 
the green leaves that are full of little mouths to 
breathe the air and drink the rain and dew ; and 
then the buds, in which the flowers are so nicely 
tucked away under soft, warm coverlids ; and then 
the sweet flowers, gently unfolding themselves to 
the sunshine, with leaves like velvet, and colours 
beautiful as the rainbow, and filling the air with 
sweet odours that seem all the time to be praising 
God. 

A little boy named Georgie, who had lost his 
mamma when he was only three years old, had 
learned, young as he was, to think much about God. 
One day he stood looking at a beautiful plant which 
his dear mother had placed in an earthen pot before 

she died, when he raised his large blue eyes, and 
asked a lady who was standing by, " Don't you think 

God is down in that earth pushing the plant up 

and making it grow ?'' So look where we will, 

" There 's not a plant nor flower below 
But makes His glory known." 

Think, too, how many kinds of flowers there are, 
and all different ; just as there are no two faces in 
all the world that are exactly alike. There are 
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flowers growing in every country ; flowers on the 
hills and in the valleys ; flowers in the woods, the 
orchards, and the gardens, in the oceans and the 
ponds — great flowers like the century plant that 
blossoms once in a hundred years, and flowers so 
small that you cannot see them without a micro- 
scope. Yet among all these no seed or plant ever 
brings forth the wrong flower ; but year by year 
they bloom and die and bloom again, just as God 
said in the garden of Eden, " every one after its 
kind/* When we think of these things, must we 
not say as David did, "How manifold are Thy 
works, God; in wisdom hast Thou made them 
all/' Yes, God is wise. 

Another thing that the flowers say to us is, God 
is good. 

Is it not kind in Him to fill the world with so 
much beauty just to please the eyes of His sinful 
and unthankful creatures? God might have left 
this earth like one great desert ; or He might have 
made all the flowers ugly and thorny and poisonous ; 
or He might have given us our fruits without any 
of their sweet spring blossomings, had He thought 
best to do so. But instead of this, see what a 
many-coloured glory He puts even upon our or- 
chards, making every tree like a great bunch of 
flowers, as a little girl once said of a blooming 
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apple-tree, "See God's big bouquet.*' Thus God 
does everything to make us happy. " God is love.'' 

And how plainly do the flowers speak to us about 
the providence of God. 

When Jesus pointed His disciples to the bright 
lilies, that were dressed more splendidly than King 
Solomon himself, with all the glory of his gold and 
purple and scarlet, the lilies seemed every one to say 
to them, " Fear not ; God will take good care of you.'' 

So when the great traveller Mungo Park was 
robbed of everything, and left alone in an African 
wilderness, and felt as if he could do nothing but 
lie down and die, he suddenly saw right before him 
a little piece of moss. It was small, but very beau- 
tiful, and when he looked at it he was comforted. 
He said to himself, "The hand of God is here; 
here is one of His works. Though when I call aloud, 
none else can hear me, for there is nothing but the 
prowling lion and the howling jackall, yet God is 
here." He felt that if God took such care of the 
little lonely bunch of moss to keep it from dying. 
He would not forget him. 

Now, dear children, He who made the flowers 
made you ; and as Christ says, " Are ye not much 
better than they ? " God does not love them as He 
loves you. His dear Son did not come down and 
die for them. They have not precious souls as you 
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have ; they cannot say, " Our Father, who art in 
heaven," and cannot love God and trust Him as 
you can. Surely, then. He who sends food to the 
raven will not let His dear children starve. Surely 
He who sends air and sunshine to the lilies, and who 
paints the rose and violet, that so soon wither and 
die, will not leave His dear children with nothing 
to protect them from the cold and storm. 

What, then, do the flowers say to us ? " Trust in 
the Lord,'' says the seed when it is buried in the 
dark ground. *^ Trust in the Lord,'' says the bud 
when it is shut in from the light and air. " Trust 
in the Lord," says every flower and leaf and the 
ripened fruit, the grain in the fields, the trees and 
mosses of the woods : all God's beautiful works, if 
they had tongues, would sing to us, like David in 
the Psalms, " Trust in the Lord, and do good, and 
verily thou shalt be fed/' 

But the flowers not only speak to us about our 
heavenly Father, they also remind us of Jesus Christ 
our Saviour. 

In the Song of Solomon, Jesus says, ** I am the 
Eose of Sharon and the Lily of the valleys." The 
rose is called the queen of flowers. Nothing in all 
the garden is so lovely and so sweet. So Jesus is 
more glorious than any one else in earth or heaven. 
He is " altogether lovely." 
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And what ia so pure as the little white lily of the 
valley 1 Without spot or blemish, it is a fit emblem 
of the Saviour, who was so " holy, harmless, and 
undefiled." We love it all the more because it 
hangs its head in sweet humility, so like Jesus when 
He said, " I am meek and lowly of heart/' 

But Sharon's , roses fade, and the lilies die in the 
valleys. Not so with Jesus : He lives for ever, just 
as pure and bright and glorious to-day as He ever 
was. Oh you who so love to gather earthly flowers, 
do not neglect to make this heavenly one your own. 
Let your hearts be like gardens, that shall be frag- 
rant and beautiful with the presence of Christ, " the 
Rose of Sharon and the Lily of the valleys/' 

" Oh for a soul to trace the Saviour's power 
In each sweet form that decks the blooming flower : 
And as we wander such fair scenes among, 
To make the Hose of Sharon all our song/' 

IL We have seen what the flowers teach us about 
God : let us see what they teach us about our- 
selves. 

They teach us contentment. See how they bloom, 
each one in the place where God has put it. The 
violet does not pout and close its leaves because it 
is not as high or as brilliant as the rose ; the lily 
does not complain because it has not all the colours 
of the rainbow ; but each one seems to say with the 
apostle Paul, " Having food and raiment, let us be 
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therewith content/' Do they not put to shame 
those boys and girls who are always wishing that 
everything were different from what it is ; that 
they had this or that toy, or those fine clothes, in- 
stead of being very thankful to the good God who 
does so much for them ? 

" It 's very hard to have nothing to eat but bread 
and milk, when others have aU sorts of nice things,^ 
said a little boy as he sat at the table with his 
wooden bowl before him. " It 's very hard to have 
to get up so early these cold mornings, and work 
hard all day, when others can enjoy themselves 
without an hour of labour. It 's very hard to have 
to trudge along on foot when so many can ride in 
their coaches.^' 

" It 's a great blessing,^' said the boy's grandmother, 
as she sat at her knitting — " it 's a great blessing to 
have food when so many are hungry, to have a 
roof over one's head when so many are homeless, 
and to have sight and hearing and strength for daily 
labour, when so many are blind or deaf or suffering." 

" Why, grandma, you seem to think that nothing 
is hard," said the boy, still grumbling. 

" No, Charlie, there is one thing that I think very 
hard." 

" What is that 1 " cried Charlie, who thought that 
at last his grandmother had found something to 
(!X)mplain o£ 



FLOWER VOICES. 47 

" Why, boy/^ said she, " I think that heart is very 
hard that is not thankful for so many blessings/' 

Was she not right 1 Now, whenever we feel like 
complaining of our lot, let us look at the flowers, 
and let them whisper to us their sweet message, "Be 
contented with such things as ye have/' 

But the flowers teach us many other things. 

Did you ever think how much children are like 
flowers 1 See the little babe nestling in its mother's 
arms. There is the bud ; and as it grows, it seems 
to open more and more, unfolding new powers and 
new wonders every day, until in the man or woman 
you see the finished, blooming flower. 

That was a beautiful saying of the little girl who 
saw some young buds just bursting forth around a 
rose that was fading and falling in pieces : " See, 
these Kttle buds have just awoke to kiss their mother 
before she dies." Yes, as the parents fade and die, 
the children are budding out to take their places. 
May they all become sweetly blooming plants in 
the garden of the Lord. 

But all buds do not blossom, nor all blossoms 
bring forth fruit. You have seen an apple or cherry 
tree all crowned with rich bloom in the spring, and 
you have said, " Oh, what a nice lot of fruit we shall 
have.'' But when summer came there was perhaps 
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vftry little. Now, those blossoms were the promises^ 
and the fniit the fulfilment. So I have seen many 
a child who was full of promises and resolutions to 
(f\>('jy (j(A and follow Christ. But there was a worm 
in the bud — selfishness, or indolence, or pride — ^that 
ate away the blossoms and made them fall ; and 
when, in after years, Christ came, looking for rich 
(tluKters of holy deeds and all the fruits of early 
fHcty, He found only barren branches or the evil 
fruits of sin. The Lord Jesus wants not only 
(lowerH, but fniits — not only that you promise to 
n(5rvo ilirn, but that you love and serve Him with 
all your hearts. 

Aiid Ho wants you to do it quickly — to do it 
now : for tho flowers also teach us that we all must 
(//f. 

You may tend them ever so carefully, but you 
cannot, nuiko them live always. One day they are 
bloonnnfj; and fair, and perhaps the next morning, 
whou you look for them, you find them withered, 
fadod, havinji no beauty, no fragrance, no life. 

Hut (hough dead, they yet speak ; and what do 
thov say to us { ** Plan's days are as the grass: as 
a tlowor of (lio tiold, so he floiu-isheth ; for the 
wind p;Ui^o(h over it iuid it is gone, and the place 
thonvf knowolh it no more." Some flowers bloom 
u long tinu\ and thou die in autumn, nipped by 
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cold frosts and winds. They are like old people, 
who live till the frosts of age steal over them and 
freeze out their lives. Others perish in the midst of 
their full blossoming, and have hardly opened wide 
when they begin to fall — like men and women in 
the prime of life. Others die in the bud, the fresh, 
rosy life just peeping out ; and when we are think- 
ing how sweet the flower will be, it shrivels and 
blackens and drops from the stem. So, many little 
children die. So, many tender buds of human life 
are all the time dropping, dropping into the ground, 
and we see them no more. To-day you may be full 
of health, and think that you have many blooming 
years before you ; to-morrow the rose may be gone 
from your cheeks, and the light from your eyes, 
and the strength from your limbs. Then to-day is 
the time to serve God and give your heart to Jesus. 

" He loves of life the morning hour, 
The tender bud, the opening flower." 

But the flowers do not speak to us of death only. 
They fall to the ground, and the cold snow covers 
their little graves through all the long, dreary winter ; 
but when spring comes, what do we see ? One by 
one fresh shoots spring up from the seeds of the 
dead plant, and the sun warms them, and the rains 
water them, and the gardens and fields are again 
beautiful and blooming. What is this but a resur- 

D 
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rectum from the dead ? So the body dies, and is laid 
in the cold ground ; and the winds blow over it, 
and the stonns beat upon it, and the snows of many 
winters cover the grave with their soft, white 
mantles ; but by and by the Lord Jesus shall come 
and say, "Awake and sing, ye that dwell in the 
dust," and lo, like the flowers of spring, we shall all 
come forth to new life. 

It matters not how many years roll over us ; it 
will be all the same in the end. About thirty years 
ago a traveller found some old tombs, where persons 
had been buried more than a thousand years. Under 
the head of each of the dead bodies was a small 
square, hollow stone, and in the stone a few seeds 
that had been put there by their heathen friends. 
These seeds were taken out and planted carefully, 
and what do you think came up from them? 
Beautiful sunflowers, blue corn-flowers, and clover- 
blossoms as bright and sweet as any that little chil- 
dren now gather and weave into wreaths. In 
another tomb in Egypt was found, a few years 
since, a dark, dry root. It had no doubt been 
there for three thousand years. It was planted in 
the ground, and soon a beautiful flowering plant 
sprang forth. 

Now the apostle Paul says that when we die and 
our bodies are put into the ground, they are like 
seed that shall grow again. And if we die Christians, 
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the new body shall be a very glorious one, like that 
of our Lord Jesus Christ. 

So a good child need not be afraid to die and 
have its body put into the ground. Though it lie 
there hundreds or thousands of years, God will not 
forget the seed that is sown in His great garden ; 
but when the time comes, it shall rise in beauty and 
in glory, never to die any more, never to fade like 
the flowers of this world, but to bloom and shine 
for ever in heaven. 

When the Christian dies, it is like going to sleep. 
As a dying child once said, when the golden sunset 
streamed through the window upon him, while the 
sun of his life was setting, "Good-bye, papa, good-bye; 
mamma has come for me to-night ; don't cry, papa, 
we'll all meet again in the morning.'^ Oh, how 
blessed to sleep in the arms of Jesus, where nothing 
can harm us, and then awake "in the morning '^ to 
the everlasting day, clothed in His likeness. 

In the Song of Solomon, the Church sings of the 
Lord Jesus, "My Beloved is gone down into His 
garden . • . . to gather lilies." All the time He is 
gathering them and bearing them away to adorn 
and beautify that land where 

' * EverlastiDg spring abides, 
And never- withering flowers." 

Let US be Christ's lilies, humble, pure in heart* 
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clothed in the beauty of hoKness, and made white 
from all our sins in the blood of the Lamb ; 

" That so when angel reapers come 
To gather flowers for their blest home. 
Our spirits may be borne on high 
To God's safe garden in the sky." 



17. 
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** Here is my heart ! my Gkxi, I give it Thee ; 
I heard Thee call and say, 
* Not to the world, my child, but unto Me.' 
I heard, and will obey. 

** Here is my heart ! oh, Holy Spirit, come, 
Its nature to renew ; 
And consecrate it wholly as Thy home, 
A temple fair and true. 

** Here is my heart I it trembles to draw near 
The glory of Thy throne ; 
Give it the shining robes Thy servants wear, 
Of righteousness Thine own. 

** Here is my heart ! O Friend of friends, be near, 
To make each tempter fly ; 
And when my latest foe I wait with f ear. 
Give me the victory." 




IV. 
THE CHILD'S BEST OFFERING. 

**My son, give me thy heart."— Pro v. xxiii. 26. 

fF we could see with angel's eyes everything 
that is going on in this world, we should see 
some very wonderful sights. We should see 
that around every child or youth there is a great 
struggle going on to get something which he has, 
and which is very valuable. God says, " Give it to 
me." " Give it to me,'' says Satan. Christ says, 
*'It is mine, for I bought it with precious blood. 
Let me have it, and I will make you happy for 
ever.'* " It is mine,'' says the world, " and no one 
shall take it from me." What is this wonderful 
thing that 

" Keeps two worlds at strife," 

and which is so very precious that God, who made 
and owns all things, asks every child to give it to 
Him? It is your heart Your heavenly Father 
bends down from His glorious throne, where the 
saints cast their crowns before Him and the bright 
angels sing His praise, and asks of the humblest. 
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poorest chUd this offering, that is worth more than 
crowns and kingdoms, more than a whole world, 
" My son, give me thy heart/' 

I. What does God mean by the heart ? This is 
the first question we must answer. 

When we speak of the heart, I suppose many 
think of that curious part of the body that is hidden 
away where no one can see it, but which is all the 
time beating, beating, day and night, when we are 
awake and when we are asleep, and never stopping 
for a minute until we die. Put your hand upon 
your breast, and you will feel it going tick, tick, tick, 
like a little clock within you, which God wound up 
once for all when you first began to breathe, and 
which He keeps from running down until its work 
is all done. 

" There is a little mystic clock 
No human eye hath seen, 
That beateth on, and beateth on. 
From morning until e'en. 

** And when the soul is wrapped in sleep. 
And heareth not a sound, 
It ticks and ticks the livelong night. 
And never nmneth down. 

^ Nor set in gold nor deck'd with gems, 
By wealth and pride possessed ; 
But rich or poor, or high or low, 
Each bears it in his breast.'' 

A wonderful thing is that heart of yours which 
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beats in your breast ; but is it that which God asks 
you to give Him ? No ; it is just as if God said to 
you. Give me your love. " Oh, my wicked, wicked 
boy,'^ says a mother to her son who has disobeyed 
her, or broken the Sabbath, or profaned God's holy 
name, "I fear you will break my heart." What 
does she mean 1 Not that the real flesh and blood 
heart in her bosom will be broken in two ; but that 
that part of her nature which loves her dear son 
suffers and aches over his bad conduct, just as if it 
were all torn and bleeding. So we sometimes say, 
Such a person has a large heart, or a tender heart. 
But I think we shall all understand what God means 
in this verse if we read His other command, " Thou 
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart." 

Now, God does not have to say to the holy angels, 
" Give me thy heart ; " for they all the time love 
Him with all their powers, and the more they love 
Him the happier they are. But when God looks 
down into our hearts, what does He see 1 Ah, in a 
great many of them He sees wicked passions, selfish- 
ness, the love of sinning, and even hatred to Him and 
His commandments. Did you never wish in your 
secret thoughts that there was no God to watch all 
your actions, or else that He would let you sin just 
as much as you wanted to, without punishing you 
for it, here or hereafter ? Now, when you feel this, 
you are giving your heart, your love, to sin and 
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Satan, and Keeping it back from God. But your 
heavenly Father comes and says, " Do not hate me 
but love me." Be not like the wicked, fallen angels, 
who hate God, and are always imhappy ; but like 
the good, pure angels in glory, who are always loving 
Him, and are always happy in His love. 

II. The second question which we must answer 
is, What does God want to do with our hearts P 
He wants to do three things with them — ^to make 
them holy, to make them happy, and to fit them 
for heaven. 

He wants to make them holy. The heirt that we 
are bom with is very wicked. The Bible teUs us 
that it is " deceitful above all things, and desper- 
ately wicked.^' 

One afternoon a lady was sitting with her little 
son, a boy about five years old. He was amusing 
himself by printing his name with a pencil on a 
piece of paper, when all at once his busy finger 
stopped. He had made a mistake ; and wetting 
his finger, he tried again and again to rub out the 
mark, as he had been accustomed to do on his slate, 
but still the mark remained; it would not go 
away. 

" My son,'^ said his mother, " do you know that 
that paper is like your heart, all full of naistakes 
and wrong, crooked marks, such as naughty feel- 
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ings, anger, and disobedience? and, my boy, you 
can never rub them out." The little boy's face 
grew very red, and in a moment the tears ran down 
his cheeks ; and then he came softly to his mother s 
side, and threw his arms around her neck, and 
whispered, "Can the blood of Jesus rub them out ?" 
Yes, dear children, the blood of Jesus can "rub 
out ^' all the evil that is in your hearts, and nothing 
else can do it; for what says the Bible? "The 
blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us from all 
sin/' Did you ever try very hard to make your 
heart good? If you have, I am sure you have 
found it very hard work. There are many who 
keep all the time trying, but never succeed. They 
are very much like a man in Ireland who was very 
deaf and blind and ignorant. His minister had 
talked with him a great deal about Christ's being 
the only Saviour of sinners ; and one day he said to 
him, "Now tell me how you hope to be saved." 
The poor man thought a long time, the sweat pass- 
ing through every pore of his face, and then he said, 
'* Don't you think, sir, that if I was to spend a cold, 
frosty night under a hawthorn bush, it would go a 
good way towards it ? " So I have seen people who 
wanted to do anything and everything to make 
their hearts good, except this one thing — giving 
them to God for Him to renew and make clean in 
the blood of Jesus. 
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A minister was once preaching from these words : 
" Be sure your sin will find you out/' He said, " If 
you do not find out your sin, and bring it to Jesus 
to get it pardoned and washed away through His 
blood, be sure your sin will find you out and bring 
you to the judgment-seat, to be condemned and 
sent away by the Judge into everlasting punish- 
ment." 

A little girl who had told her mother a lie before 
she went to church that day, was listening, and she 
thought, " Oh that lie ; I must either find it and 
bring it to Jesus, or it will find me out in the great 
day." 

The child was greatly alarmed, and very anxious 
that her soul should be saved. She could not rest 
until she had walked several miles to the minister's, 
and asked him, " Oh, what shall I do with my sin V 
He said, " Lay it upon the spotless Lamb of God, 
and He will take it entirely away. Let us now lay 
it upon Him.'' And then the kind pastor kneeled 
down with the child, and prayed that Christ would 
take away her sins. 

The next time the minister saw her, she came to 
him with a bright and happy face. He took her by 
the hand, and said, " Well, have you laid your sin 
upon the spotless Lamb of God ? " 

" Oh yes," she replied ; " and I hope I 'U never lay 
any more." 
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She meant that she hoped she should never sin 
again. Her heart was so full of love to Jesus for 
taking away her sin, that she could not think it 
possible she should sin again. Now, this is one of 
the things that God wants to do with your hearts 
— ^to wash them in the blood of Jesus from all their 
stains, and so to give you a new heart, or a heart to 
love and serve Him. He says to you, " I will take 
away the heart of stone, and will give you a heart 
of flesh." What would you think if I were to tell 
you that you are carrying a stone in your bosom 1 
Yet, if you do not love God, your heart is as hard 
and cold and dead as a stone. Oh, give that heart 
to Him, and He will make it soft and warm 
and loving, and will write His name and His 
law upon it, and make you like the blessed 
angels. 

Another thing which God wants to do with your 
hearts is, to make them happy. 

To show how He does this, let me tell you a 
story. 

One day a gentleman met a little boy in the 
street who was going along very slowly, feeling his 
way by the houses and fences. He saw at once 
that the boy was blind. And it seemed to him 
very hard that the little fellow should go about in 
the dark all the time, never to see the sun or the 
beautiful things around him : never to see even the 
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faces of his parents and brothers and sisters. So- 
the gentleman stopped to talk with poor blind 
Kobert. 

The boy told him that his father was sick at 
home, and that his mother had to take in washing, 
and work very hard for a living. The gentleman 
asked him if he did not feel very unhappy because 
he was blind. The boy looked very thoughtftd 
and solemn for a moment ; then he smiled, and 
said — 

"Sometimes I think it hard to have to creep 
about so. Sometimes I want to look at the bright 
sun that warms me, and at the sweet birds that 
sing for me, and at the flowers that feel so soft 
when I touch them. But God made me blind, and 
I know that it is best for me. . I am so glad that 
He gave me a good mother, and a Sunday-school to 
go to, instead of making me one of the heathen 
children that pray to snakes and idols.^' 

"I am sure you are a good boy, Kobert," said 
the man. 

" No, sir," he said ; " I am not good, but have got 
a very wicked heart, and I think a great many 
wicked thoughts ; and if it wasn't for the Saviour, 
I don t know what I should do/' 

" And how does the Saviour help you ? " 

" Oh, sir, I pray to Him, and then it is as if He 
said, ' I forgive yon, Kobert ; I love you, poor blind 
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boy. I will take away your evil heart, and give 
you a new one/ And then I feel so happy ; and 
it seems to me as if I could almost hear the angels 
singing up in heaven." 

"Well, Robert, that is right," said the gen- 
tleman; "and do you ever expect to see the 
angels ? " 

" Oh yes, sir," was his answer ; " when I die, my 
spirit will not be blind. It is only my house of 
flesh that has no windows. I can see with my mind 
now, and that, mother tells me, is the way they see 
in heaven. And I heard father reading in the Bible 
the other day where it tells about heaven ; and it 
said, ' There is no night there.* But here it is night 
to blind people all the time. Oh, sir, when I feel 
bad because I cannot see, I think about heaven, 
and it comforts me." 

Now, what was it that made this poor blind boy 
so happy, when there were so many children, hav- 
ing the use of their eyes and everything this world 
could give to make them happy, who were yet 
miserable ? This was the secret of it all — he had 
given his heart to God, and felt that God had given 
him a new, blood- washed heart. And when you 
do as Robert did, then you too may say, " Oh, I feel 
so happy ; it seems as if I could almost hear the 
angels singing up in heaven." 

** There is nothing that makes any one so unhappy 
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as to have a wicked heart, a heart full of selfishness 
and evil passions, and that does not love God. You 
may put such a heart in a palace, and heap up gold 
and silver mountain-high around it, and clothe the 
body with the most costly and beautiful raiment, 
but none of these things can make that bad heart 
happy. And so you may put the new, blood- washed 
heart into a sick, suffering body, or one that is 
clothed in rags, and neither poverty nor pain can 
make it unhappy. 

Look at that poor woman lying, sick and friend- 
less, on a hard bed in a dreary workhouse in Lon- 
don. One would think she must be very wretched 
there. When they spoke to her about Jesus, she 
said, " Yes, I know Him and love Him. His pre- 
sence makes a heaven of this room." And then 
she added, " If you heaped up my bed with gold and 
silver ; if you could give me the queen's carriage 
and horses, and her palace and her garden and aU 
her beautiful flowers, and health and strength to 
enjoy it all, I would not take them in exchange for 
the love of God that is within my heart." 

We all love to read and sing about heaven, that 
place where there are no sorrows, no tears. Do you 
know what it is that makes heaven such a happy 
place ? The whole secret of it is found in a few 
words in the book of Kevelation : " They are with- 
out fault before the throne of God.^' All hearts are 
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happy there, because all are holy. And so, if you 
could here be as good as the angels, you would be 
happy as they are. And do you not see that if 
God takes away your sins, it will be very much like 
wiping away your tears ; and that if God gives you 
a heavenly, instead of an earthly heart, then you can 
have a little heaven here below ? Then your voices 
can sing something of the new song before you get 
your harps of gold ; and there will be light in your 
soul, though it seems dark without ; and joy in 
your soul, though your body suffer and pine away 
and die ; and sweet music in your heart, although 
the outer world be full of discord and harsh sounds. 

And one thing more : God wants your hearts 
that He may prepare them for heaven. 
; " Charles," said a mother one day to her little boy, 
" do you want to go to heaven 1 '' 
'j The boy looked very sad and solemn, and then 
answered, "No, mother/' 

The mother was of course very much surprised at 
such an answer, and asked again, " Why do you not 
want to go to heaven ? " 

The little fellow's breast began to heave, and his 
eyes filled with tears as he answered, "I have 
been such a wicked boy, that I am afraid to see 
God." 

Oh, when we think of our wicked hearts, we may 

well be "afraid to see God; " for these hearts that 

E 
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we are bom with are not fit for God to love, and 
are not fit to go to heaven, or to be happy there. 
But the heart that has been made new, and whose 
sins have been blotted out in the blood of Jesus, is 
prepared by God for that holy place, so that it is 
not afraid, but longs to go where it never can sin 
any more, and where it shall nestle safely in Jesus' 
bosom. For the new heart loves heaven, loves those 
who are there, God, Christ, and the holy angels ; 
loves its sweet praises, its service of God, and wor- 
ship of the Lamb ; and when it thinks of all these, 
it sometimes becomes home-sick for the mansions 
of the Father's house on high. Then when death 
comes, it is ready to go and join the blood- washed 
multitudes before the throne, and be " for ever with 
the Lord/' ' 

Let me tell you of another little boy, who was in 
the infant-class in a Sunday-school. He had learned 
there a little hymn, begiiming with the words, 

" Seeing I am Jesus' lamb." 

One day he fell into the water, and before they 
could get him out, the poor boy was almost 
drowned. But after a little time his breath came 
again, and the next Sabbath his teacher asked him 
if he was not afraid when his head sank under the 
water. 

** No," said he, " for I thought, 
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Seeing I am Jesus' lamb. 

He, I know, will lose me never; 
When I stray, He seeketh me^ 

Death is but new life for ever. 
Father, to Thy home on high 
Take me, for Christ's lamb am I.' " 

Thus give your hearts to God, and Jesus will take 
you for His lambs, and be your good, kind Shep- 
herd ; and then you can say as David did, " Though 
I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I 
will fear no evil, for Thou art with me ; Thy rod and 
Thy staff, they comfort meJ' 

This, then, is what God wants to do with your 
hearts : to make them holy, to make them happy, 
and to fit them for heaven. 

III. And now comes a third question which will 
perhaps be asked by some of our young readers : 
How shaU we give our hearts to God ? 

Give them to Him by prayer. In the fifty-first 
Psalm, which is all one beautiful prayer, David tells 
(Jod all about the wickedness of his heart, and then 
prays, " Create in me a clean heart, God ; and 
renew a right spirit within me." What child or 
youth cannot ask God to do this 1 

There was once a poor heathen boy who lived 
where there was a good missionary, and he used to 
follow that missionary about the garden and where- 
ever he went, saying to him, " If you please, sir. 
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make me a Christian." The missionary told him 
that he could not do it, and that no one could but 
Christ, and told him to pray to Him. Soon after 
the boy came back with a very sweet smile upon 
his face, and said, 

" The Lord Jesus Christ has come and taken Hie 
place in my heart.^^ 

Why, how is that ? " asked the missionary. 
I prayed," said the boy, "and asked, *0 Lord 
Jesus Christ, if you please, make me a Christian ; ' 
and He was so kind that He came down from 
heaven, and has lived in my heart ever since.'' 

Now God is saying to every one of us, " Give me 
thy heart," and all we have to do is to kneel down 
and say, " Here, Lord, I bring my heart to Thee. 
Take it, and sprinkle it with the blood of Christ, 
and fit it for heaven." And if you pray earnestly, 
you will then be able to say, like the little Hindoo 
convert, " The Lord/Jesus Christ has come and taken 
His place in my heart.'' 

Give your heart to God by faith. 

A little girl was once asked what faith is. She 
answered, " I don't know, unless it is taking Christ 
at His word." I doubt whether any one could have 
given a better answer. 

Now when God asks you for your heart, does 
He not mean to receive it when you offer it to 
Him 1 Then why not take Him at His word ? When 
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God says, ** I love them that love me, and they that 
seek me early shall find me," does He not mean 
every word He says ? Then why not take Him at 
His word, and love and seek Him with all your 
heart ? 

And be sure and bring your heart to Him jicst as 
it is. Do not wait to have a better heart to bring 
to Him, but give it up with all its sins and sorrows, 
and ask Christ to make it better ; and He has pro- 
mised that He will do so. 

Oh, God has given you many and precious gifts 
— life and health, parents and friends, the Bible, the 
Sunday-school, the church ; He has given His own 
beloved Son to bleed and die upon the cross that 
you might be saved ; and can you keep back from 
Him that poor sinful heart, when He comes and 
asks it of you 1 Will you not say, in the words of 
that beautififl hymn^ 

" What can I give to Jesus, 
Who gave Himself for me ? 
How can I show my love to Him 
Who died on Calvary ? 

I '11 give mi/ heart to Jesus, 

In childhood's tender spring; 
I know that He will not despise 

So mean an offering* 

1 11 give my sovl to Jesus, 
And calmly, gladly rest 
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Its youthful hopes and fond desires 
Upon His loving breast, 

1 11 give my mind to Jesus, 
And seek in thoughtful hours 

His Spirit's grace to consecrate 
Its earlj opening powers. 

I 'U give my strength to Jesus, 
Of foot and head and will ; 

Bun where He sends, and ever strivo 
His pleasure to fulfil. 

I '11 give my time to Jesus : 
Oh that each hour might be 

Fill*d up with holy work for Him 
Who spent His life for me. 

I'll give my wealth to Jesus : 

'Tis little I possess ; 
But all I have and all I am, 

Dear Lord, accept and bless.' 
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Fade, fade each earthly joy, 

Jesus is mine. 
Break every tender tie^ 

Jesus is mine. 
Dark is the wilderness^ 
Earth has no resting-placei 
Jesus alone can bless^ 

Jesus is mine. 

Tempt not my soul away^ 

Jesus is mine. 
Here would I ever stay, 

Jesus is mine. 
Perishing things of clay. 
Bom but for one brief day^ 
Pass from my heart away, 

Jesus is mine." 




LITTLE IDOLATEKS. 

" Little children, keep yourselves from idols." — 1 John v. 21. 

^HEEE are a great many kinds of idols in this 
world. Some are carved out of wood or stone 
or clay, and some of gold or silver; some grow 
in the fields, some run in the woods or swim in the 
rivers ; some are ugly, and some are beautiful ; 
some we eat and drink, and some we w^ar, and 
some we play with ; some we carry in our pockets ; 
and some of them are flesh and blood, just like our- 
selves. I could hardly begin to tell you how many 
idols there are in India and China and Africa and 
America. Perhaps we shall find that we have them 
in our own houses ; and for aught I know, even in 
the Sabbath-school room and the pews where God 
is worshipped. For the word idol means just this, 
anything that we love more than we love Qod. 

Here is one kind of idol. It came from Africa. 
What a horrible-looking thing it is, with its great 
wild eyes and black face, and big, ugly mouth, that 
looks as if it were ready to eat you up ! And yet 
what a little, contemptible thing to worship, and 
call by the great name of God ! I suppose David 
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had seen some such object as this when he wrote 
those words in the 115th Psalm: "They have 
mouths, but they speak not ; eyes have they, but 
they see not ; they have ears, but they hear not ; 
noses have they, but they smell not; they have 
hands, but they handle not ; feet have they, but 
they walk not ; neither speak they through their 
throats/' And was not David right when he said, 
'' They that make them are like unto them, and so 
is every one that trusteth in them 1 " 

Oh, when we think that there are millions of 
children who every night and morning get down on 
their little knees and say their prayers to pieces of 
wood or stone, how anxious we all should be to send 
them the Bible and the missionary, and teach them 
to look up to the true God, and pray, " Our Father 
who art in heaven ! '' And do not forget that every 
penny and every prayer can do something to teach 
those poor ignorant little children to keep them- 
selves from idols. But I pray God that you may 
do more than this. Is there not some boy or girl 
who reads these pages who will become a missionary 
of Jesus Christ, and when he or she has grown up, 
cross the ocean, and carry this blessed gospel to the 
heathen, and preach to them £rom these words of 
God, " Keep yourselves from idols V* I hope so. 

And here is another kind of idol. What is it 1 
Why, only a doll. Who ever heard of worshipping 
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a doUl Well, if you were to go into a Boman 
Catholic church in France, or Spain, or Italy on 
Christmas-day, you would be likely to see a beauti- 
ful wax doll, all covered with gold and diamonds, 
and the poor ignorant people down on their knees 
praying to it. They call it the image of the Virgin 
Mary. 

Once there was a missionary at one of the islands 
of the Pacific Ocean who had a little girl, and this 
girl had a great many friends in England. Among 
them was an old family servant, who heard one day 
that a ship was about to sail to Samoa, where the 
little girl lived, and she wanted to send her little 
friend some nice present; so she bought one of 
those wonderful little dolls that open and shut their 
eyes ; and she made for it a great many dresses— 
morning-dresses, and walking-dresses, and dinner- 
dresses, and ball-dresses — enough to have made the 
little doll very vain, if her glass-eyes could have 
seen them all, and then sent them in a box to the 
little girl. 

But just before the box reached Samoa another 
doll had appeared there. The priests had come with 
an image of the Virgin Mary ; and no doubt it had 
on very rich dresses, and was very beautiful, but its 
eyes were fixed. And while the people were talking 
about the Virgin, and whether they should worship 
her or not, it was noised abroad that the English 
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missionary had a box of strange and beautiful pres- 
ents from his own country, and they came in crowds 
to look at them. Of course the wonderful doll was 
not forgotten, but was brought out in her beautiful 
dress ; and while they looked, she silently opened 
and shut her eyes, and winked, and winked again, 
to the admiration of everybody. And then those 
people began to talk among themselves in this way : 
" We have seen the god of the Roman Catholics, and 
we have seen the plaything of the English children : 
the plaything opens its eyes, but the eyes of the 
Roman Catholic god are fixed. Greater is the play- 
thing of the Protestants than the idol of the Roman- 
ists. What, then, must the God of the Protestants 
be ? '* And after that they listened to the mission- 
ary, and the priests were driven from the island. 
Who would have thought that a little doll could 
become a missionary ? Yet so it was. 

But after all, I do not think you need cross the 
ocean to see this kind of idolatry ; for I have seen 
little girls who worshipped dolls ; yes, and they were 
Sunday-scholars too. They do not, it is true, get 
down on their knees and pray to them ; they know 
better than to do that ; but their hearts kneel down 
and worship them ; and is not that just as bad ? 

For what did I say an idol was ? " Anything 
that we love more than we love God.^^ No matter 
whether it is a graven image or a plaything — ^a ball, 
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or a kite, or a hoop — ^if you think more about it than 
you think about God, then it is an idol. Now I love 
to see children play. I believe God made them to 
play, just as much as He did the little frisky lamb ; 
and I should be very sorry to have anybody think 
that I wanted you to have sober men and women's 
faces on your little shoulders. God loves you and 
wants you to be as happy as you can be ; but then 
He loves you so much that He wants you to love 
Him more than anything else, or anybody else in 
all the world. He says to you, " Give me thy 
heart.'' You may love your toys, love your friends, 
love everything that is beautiful and good, but 
always have your strongest, best love for Him who 
made you, and who is your best friend and Saviour. 
And that is what He means when He says to you, 
" Little children, keep yourselves from idols." 

And here is another kind of idol. What is it 1 
Only a doUar, Are there any who worship dollars ? 
Yes, and cents too ; and there are a great many 
hearts that are to-day bowing down before these 
idols of gold and silver, instead of worshipping the 
true God. They love money more than they love 
God, and trust in it more to make them happy. 
They begin by loving it a little ; but by and by, if 
they do not take care, gold becomes their god, and 
they worship it just as much as the poor African 
worships that horrible wooden image he calls his god. 
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A little boy was once playing in the street, and 
he saw another boy, whose name was Eddie, sobbing 
and crying ; and when he asked him what was the 
matter, he said, " Why — ^why, I Ve lost my penny, 
and mother will whip me/' 

" Where did you lose it 1 '' 

**It dropped out of my hand, and rolled right 
there in the gutter/' 

'' Poor little fellow," said the other, « I will help 
you find it ;" and so he rolled up his coat-sleeves^ 
and thrust his hand into the gutter ; and little 
Eddie watched, hoping with every handful of mud 
brought up to see his penny. Presently it was 
found ; but as soon as the larger boy felt it in his 
hand^ he forgot all the lessons he had learned at 
home and in the Sabbath-school ; forgot that God 
was looking down on him ; and he kept Eddie's 
penny. He made believe search a little longer, and 
then told Eddie that he could not find it, and the 
little boy went home crying very bitterly. But oh, 
how mean the other one felt, for he had broken three 
of God's commandments. First he had coveted, then 
stolen, and then lied ; and all because he made that 
little penny his idol. He loved it more than he 
loved God, or loved honesty, or truth. Oh, take 
care how you make gold or silver your god, for you 
know who it is that has said, " Thou shalt have no 
other gods before me.'' 
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I might go on in this way, and tell you of a great 
many more idols. If I coidd read every heart, per- 
haps I should seo that with one the idol is dress ; 
with another, books ; with another, food and drink ; 
with another, ornaments and jewellery ; with another, 
self. Oh, what an idol self is ! It is like the great 
Indian idol Juggernaut, that used to roll over the 
necks of its poor worshippers ; for the more you 
worship and serve self, the harder you will find it. 
This is an idol you can never satisfy ; and if you 
try more to please self than to please God, more to 
foUow your own will than God's will, then, although 
you may bend your knees before the Father in 
heaven, your secret soul bows down and adores the 
idol self ; and God looks down on you with sorrow 
and with pity, and says to you, " Little children, 
keep yourselves from idols." 

But now I must tell you a few reasons why we 
must keep ourselves from idols. 

One of these is, because God wants all our hearts 
for himself. There 's a gentle voice that comes to us 
in all God's beautiful gifts, that speaks in the sun- 
shine and the flowers, and in everything that makes 
us happy ; and it says, " Give me thy heart.*' Do 
not let tiie things of this world steal away your love 
from your Creator and Eedeemer. And when we 
think of it, does it not seem strange that we can 
love anything more than God ? For, pleasant or 
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delightful as any of these things around us may be, 
is not God a great deal more glorious, and a great 
deal better able to make us happy ? And how 
wicked it is to think more of our food or clothing or 
our little earthly pleasures than we do of that good, 
loving Being who gives them all to us. 

Yes, God wants the whole heart — our love, our 
thoughts, our worship. And sometimes, when our 
secret souls begin to bow down before the gifts in- 
stead of the Giver, He takes them away from us, so 
that we may keep ourselves from idols. Just as it 
was with a lady I have read of who lost her husband, 
but thanked God that she had two lovely boys left 
to her ; and then one of the boys died, but she found 
comfort in the thought that another remained, and 
she fixed her affections upon him. Shortly after 
the news came that this one, her only child, was 
drowned ; and then, though she wept bitterly, she 
gave this beautiful answer : " I see God is deter- 
mined to have all my heart, and so He shalL" She 
felt that her dear children had been her idols ; so 
God had taken them. 

Another reason why we should keep from these 
idols is, because they lead us into temptation. If 
there is anything that you love more than you love 
God, you are likely to do almost anything to gain 
and to enjoy it. What is it that makes the thi^ or 
the miser? It is loving money more than God. 
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Would you think that a penny could bring a man 
to the gallows 1 I have heard of such a thing, A 
little boy once stole a penny from his mothers 
pocket while she was asleep. It was his little idol ; 
and the next time he stole more ; and when he 
grew up to be a man, he stole a great deal, and at 
last killed a man, that he might rob him of his gold. 
Just before he was hung for his crime upon the gal- 
lows, he told the minister that his first step to ruin 
was stealing that penny from his mother's pocket. 

What is it that makes the drunkard? Would 
you think that the vile sot who goes reeling about 
the street was once a bright, happy boy like your- 
self ? Ah, yes ; but he thought there would be no 
harm in drinking a glass of wine or brandy, and 
soon he came to love it more than he loved God, 
and strong drink became his idol, and it is fast 
destroying him. 

And what makes the murderer ? Ah, he too is 
an idolater; his angry passion or pride or selfishness 
is his idol, Ind he oSys it rather than God. 

Oh then, take care how you give up all your 
heart to anything less than God ; for when a child 
or a man or a woman has an idol, no one can tell 
to what wickedness they may be led. 

Another reason why we should keep ourselves 
from idols is, because they cannot make us happy 
either here or hereafter. We perhaps think that if 
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we only had this or that thing, which in our hearts 
we almost worship, we should be perfectly delighted; 
but it is not so ; for God has made us in such a 
way that nothing in this world can make us as 
happy as He can make us with His love. Have you 
not often found that when you have set your heart 
on a thing that you very much wanted, it would 
perhaps give you pleasure for a little while, and 
then you would get tired of it ? But the heart 
never gets tired of God and of the pleasures of 
religion. 

How imhappy many a one has been made by his 
idols, when he has been led by them into sin. 
There was a boy about seven years old who had 
been taught a great deal out of the Bible, and was 
a pretty good boy ; but one day he began to worship 
a graven image. And this was the way it happened. 
He was keeping his father's shop for a few minutes, 
when a man passed by crying, "Little lambs, all 
white and clean, at one penny each.'' As soon as 
little Samuel's eye fell on them he wanted one very 
much ; and as he had no money, he took a penny 
from his father's money-drawer, and ran out and 
bought one. When his mother saw it, he had to 
tell a lie to hide his sin ; and the lamb was placed 
on the shelf, and admired by all. But was the boy 
happy 1 No ; he all the time thought he heard the 
words, " Thou shalt not steal ; thou shalt not lie^'* 
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ringing in his ears, and he felt very miserable. He 
went up into a hay-loft, and with many tears 
prayed God to forgive his sin ; and then he went 
and told his mother all that he had done, and asked 
her to forgive him too ; and he could not be happy 
till he had taken his little idol, that he had loved 
more than God, and burned it in the fire . 

Oh, do not think that you could be happy, even 
if all this world were yours, as long as there was 
any comer of your heart where God was shut out. 

And these things that come between God and 
our soul's best love cannot make us happy here- 
after. You cannot take them with you when you 
die. Suppose a man should build a beautiful house 
on the top of a volcano, what would become of him 
when the ground trembled and gave way beneath 
it, and the hot fires flew out, burning up everything 
in their way ? And so, suppose a soul builds all its 
hopes and all its pleasures upon this world, what 
will become of it when death hurries him away 
from the things of the world, or when, in the judg- 
ment-day, they are all burned up ? 

As two gentlemen were once riding past a 
splendid palace, with rich fields and parks all 
around it, one asked the other how much he 
supposed it was worth. "I do not know," was 
the answer, " but I know what it cost its owner." 
** Well, how much ? " ** His souV He had made 



84 PLEASANT PATHS. 

gold his idol, and by thinking of nothing else, had 
become very wealthy and very miserly ; and in his 
old age had built that beautiful house, and then 
died ; and his last words were these : " My riches 
have been my ruin/^ Ah, he had kept his heart 
from God, and given all his thoughts and love and 
worship to gold ; but he could *not carry it with 
him to eternity, and now he is miserable for 6ver. 
Could his lost, ruined spirit come back from the 
other world and speak to us now, would it not say 
— oh how earnestly — to us all, "Little children, 
keep yourselves from idols V^ 

And now do any ask, " How shall we keep from 
them 1 " 

I will try to tell you in a very few words : by 
giving up all your heart to the Lord Jesus. Only 
let Him fill it with His love. His joy, and then, while 
you are happy in everything else that He has given 
you, you will be the most happy in this, that He 
gives you Himself Try all the time to obey and 
serve and praise Him, and then nothing will appear 
so beautiful to your eyes, or so precious to your 
heart, as Jesus and His love. Then you will be able 
to say, 

** Farewell, ye dreams of night, 
Jesus is mine. 
Lost in this dawning bright, 
Jeaua ia mine. 
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All that my soal has tried 
Left but a dismal void : 
Jesus has satisfied ; 
Jesus is mina 

** Farewell, mortality, 

Jesus is mine. 
Welcome, eternity, 

Jesus is mine. 
Welcome, oh loved and blessed ; 
Welcome, sweet scenes of rest ; 
Welcome, my Savioiir^s breast ; 

Jesus is mine." 
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" Jesus, my Saviour and my Lord, 
To Thee I lift mine eyes ; 
Teach and instruct me by Thy "Word, 
And make me truly wise. 



" Help me to read the Bibleo *er 

With ever new delight : 
Help me to love its Author more — 
To seek Thee day and night. 



" Oh let it purify my heart, 
And guide me all my days ; 
Its wonders, Lord, to me impart, 
And Thou shalt have the praise * 




THE HAPPY LEAENERS. 

<' All thy ohildren sliall be taught of the Lord ; and great shall be 
the peace of thy children." — Isa. liv. 13. 

CANNOT help thinking that this is a verse 
for the Sunday scholar. What a delightful 
thought that Isaiah, who wrote these words 
more than two thousand five hundred years ago, saw 
a vision of the Sabbath-school, with its teachers and 
scholars, and all its blessed instructions. How happy 
we are, who begin to see this prophecy fulfilled ; and 
how happy the Church everywhere in the promise 
that the work of bringing the young to Christ shall 
not stop tiU all her children shall be taught of the 
Lord, and be blessed with this " great" peace of God^ 

I. The first thing that this verse teaches is, that 
all children and youth have great need to be taught 
of the Lord. 

Suppose we were to go into a beautiful garden, 
filled with the loveliest flowers and the choicest 
fruits, and one were to tell you that they all came 
up of themselves, without any planting or watering 
or the care of any human being. Would you 
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believe it ? No ; you would say that it was impos- 
sible. Now the Church is a garden. The piety of 
the young makes its flowers, and that of the old its 
fruits. Did this piety grow up of itself — this love 
to God and man, this holiness and obedience to our 
Maker, this faith in Christ, this hope of heaven 1 
No ; for every one of them a seed was put into the 
ground, a truth put into the heart by God himself; 
and if He had not put it there, and watered it with 
His Spirit, and warmed it with His love, there would 
have been no flowers and fruits of piety, but only 
ugly weeds, the thistles of pride and hatred, where 
now you see the sweet violet of humility ; and great 
poisonous vices and crimes where now blooms the 
lily of purity and grace. Do you want your hearts 
to be overrun with weeds and briars ? Neglect the 
Bible, the Sabbath-school, the church, and the work 
is done. Do you want them made beautiful with 
love, fragrant with holiness, bright with hope? 
Then know that none but God can make them so, 
and that you must open your hearts wide to His 
instructions, and let Him drop in the good seed of 
heavenly truth. 

The other day I saw a little child, so small that it 
was but just able to walk, who had strayed away 
from its home, and was playing in the middle of the 
street, liable at any moment to be run over and 
killed. She was taken up and carried out of danger, 
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but no one could tell where she lived. She was lost. 
One and another were asked if they knew her, but 
without success, until presently she was set down 
at a corner where she espied her home, and she ran 
to it as fast as her little feet could carry her. 

You are all like that child, away from your soul's 
home, strayed far off from your Father in heaven, 
idly playing upon this world's great highway, and 
likely any moment to be trodden and crushed to 
death. You are lost. But now Jesus Christ comes 
" to seek and to save that which was lost ; '' to 
teach you the way home again ; to take the wander- 
ing lambs in His arms and carry them in His bosom. 
Unless you listen to His teachings and obey His 
voice, you will be lost for ever; and though you 
should wander about for all eternity, you cannot 
then find the heavenly home. 

Oh, I cannot tell you how much you need to be 
•* taught of the Lord." You need it more than you 
need your daily bread and the clothes you wear ; 
more than you need riches or honours ; more than 
the sick person needs health or the dying life ; more 
than the poor wretch who is about to be hung needs 
pardon. Yes, it will be worth more to you than 
all the world ; for what says Christ ? " What is 
a man profited, if he shall gain the whole world, 
and lose his own soul ? or what shall a man give 
in exchange for his soul 1 '' 
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IL But some one may ask. How does the Lord 
teach those who are willing to learn of Him ? 

He teaches in three ways, and has three great 
schools in this world, where every one may be in- 
structed. 

The first school is that of His works. In this 
David loved to study ; for he could look up to the 
starry sky, bright and sparkling with uncounted 
worlds, and say, " The heavens declare the glory of 
God, and the firmament showeth His handiwork." 
The same stars shine for us that looked down upon 
that shepherd-king when he tended his flock, nearly 
three thousand years ago ; and still, 

" In reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
* The hand that made us is Divine.' " 

And SO all trees and flowers, the food we eat, the 
grain in the fields, spring, summer, autumn, and 
winter, all speak of God ; and if you will only open 
the ear of the soul to these, you shall learn a new 
lesson every hour of the divine goodness and wisdom 
and love. 

But glorious as is this School, there is another 
that is better still : I mean God's Holy Word. 

What is more pleasant to the child or youth who 
is away from his father^s house than to receive a 
letter from home 1 How eagerly he seizes it, and 
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opens it, and reads it through, and then looks over 
it again, and dwells upon every line ! It may be 
ever so poorly written, and some words can perhaps 
hardly be made out ; but he studies them over, and 
is not satisfied till he knows and understands it 
all. For a father's kind hand has written it ; and 
nothing that he writes, and nothing that comes 
from the dear home, can be uninteresting. But 
after all, it is not the child's true home from which 
that letter comes ; and it may be that he knows 
and cares nothing about his real Fathers house. 
For that Father from whom he has wandered all his 
life has sent message after message to him; and 
yonder, covered it may be with dust or hidden out 
of sight, is His letter ; and oh, how kind it is ! He 
loads the wanderer with precious gifts, with friends, 
with food and raiment, and tells him how anxious 
He is that he should come home. That letter is the 
Bible, and that home is heaven. 

This book was written by your Father's hand, and 
written to you, to me, to tell us of the mansions in 
glory, and of the way we are to get to them. It is 
as much God's handwriting as the heavens are the 
work of His fingers. And see, it is sealed with the 
blood of Jesus, and is directed as plainly to you as 
if your name was written on it by the Father him- 
self. It says, " Come, ye children, hearken unto 
me, and I will teach you the fear of the Lord ; " 
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while the Son of God himself, who came down to 
earth that He might take you by the hand and lead 
you to His home, says in it, " Learn of me ; for I 
am meek and lowly in heart : and ye shall find rest 
unto your souls." 

Oh, shall we not love this book ? Shall any leave 
their Father's letter unopened and unread, and 
grieve the Saviour's heart by neglecting His kind, 
tender, loving message ? You always like to read 
good news. Do you know what the word Gospel 
means ? It means glad tidings, good news ; and 
the reason it is called so is, because its truths are 
meant to make us glad. 

I wish every one thought as much of the Bible as 
an old man did in the Hervey islands. He had been 
a heathoD, but had listened to the missionaries, and 
now he had become a good Christian. He had only 
a few pages or chapters before, and some one gave 
him a whole Bible. After receiving it, he said, 
" My brethren and sisters, this is my resolve : The 
dust shall never cover my new Bible, the moth shall 
never eat it, the mildew shall not rot it — my light, 
my joy." 

My dear young friends, will you not make this 
resolve ? I am sure that if you do, and will read it 
every day, you too will soon call it " my light, my 

joy." ^ 

I wish you could love it as Christians did in old 
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times, before it was printed, and made as cheap and 
as plenty as it now is. 

Why, six hundred years ago the Bible, aU written 
out, cost thirty pounds, or one hundred and fifty 
dollars ; and that was then a great deal larger sum 
than it now is ; for it was when a labouring man 
could earn only three half-pence a day ; so that it 
would coat him all the pay of fifteen years' labour 
to buy one. And then, one or two hundred years 
later, when they could procure them a little more 
easily — ^for instance, getting a few chapters of it for 
a load of hay, as some did — they had to read it in 
secret, and hide the precious pages away ; and if 
they were found, the poor Christians were thrown 
into prison, and sometimes burned aUve, for reading 
it. What a privilege do we enjoy in not only having 
the Word of God, but in being free to read and study 
it, to hear it from the pulpit, and to be instructed 
in it at the Sabbath-schooL Oh, how we all ought 
to prize this Holy Word ! 

I have shown you two ways by which God teaches ; 
but there is one other, and that is by His Holy 
Spirit. 

Did you ever, while listening to the preacher in 
God's house, or to your Sabbath-school teacher, or 
when reading your Bible, feel that you were a sinner 
against God ; feel sad because you were not His 
child, and long to give your heart to Him? Or 
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when death has entered your home, or taken away 
some dear young friend, and you thought that you 
too must die, have you not wished and prayed that 
your spirit might go up to heaven and be for ever 
happy ? 

It was the Holy Spirit that made you feel these 
desires ; and it is the Spirit that gives the new 
heart, and shows us our sin, and shows us our 
Saviour ; and no one would ever be converted if it 
were not for this Spirit of God. 

When the blind men came to Jesus to be healed, 
there was as much light shining around them as 
around others ; but all was dark as midnight to 
them, because they had no eyesight. So a great 
many people have this Bible-light shining around 
them at home and at church ; but it does no good, 
because the eyes of their hearts are blind to it. 
This is the reason why very many who have God's 
Word are not Christians. But now the Holy Spirit 
comes and changes the heart, and it is like restoring 
the eyesight ; for then the heart sees and feels all 
that God says about its sins, and the way of salva- 
tion — about heaven and hell. King David had the 
Bible, and loved it, and yet David prayed, " Open 
Thou mine eyes, that I may behold wondrous things 
out of Thy law/' 

There was once a minister whose son was very 
wicked. He left his home, went on boai'd a vessel. 
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and sailed to a foreign land. While the ship was 
waiting at a certain place, the sailors went on shore, 
and brought back with them a native boy who could 
play some curious kinds of music. He amused them 
a long time, but at last he said, " You must now 
take me on shore.^ The sailors told him he must 
not go yet. " Oh, indeed I cannot stay any longer," 
replied the boy, ** and I will tell you why. A kind 
Christian missionary has come near the village where 
I live. From him I have learned all I know about 
Jesus Christ, in whom I now wish to believe. This 
is about the hour he meets us under the shade of a 
tree, to tell us mora I want to go and hear him." 
The sailors were quite overcome by the bo/s cries, 
and at once rowed him ashore. 

Now among those sailors was the wicked, thought- 
less son of the minister; and when he heard the 
little boy's reason for going ashore, he said to him- 
self, " Here am I, the son of a clergyman in Eng- 
land, knowing far more about Jesus Christ than 
that boy, and yet caring far less about Him. That 
little fellow is now earnestly listening to the word 
of life, while I am quite careless about it.*' His 
mind was greatly distressed, but he remembered his 
father's instructions about the way of salvation, and 
he soon gave his heart to Jesus, and great was the 
joy in his English home when the happy tidings 
reached his parents. 
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This youDg man had been taught in the Bible ,. 
but there, in that distant ship, God taught him by 
His Spirit, and then he was truly " taught of the 
Lord." This is the kind of teaching that we all 
need. None can be saved without it. Oh, will 
you not pray earnestly to God for His Spirit, say- 
ing with the psalmist, " Lead me in Thy truth, and 
teach me ; for Thou art the God of my salvation ; 
on Thee do I wait all the day." 

in. But there is one other promise in this verse, 
and a precious one it is : " Thy children shall all 
be taught of the Lord ; '' and what then ? " and 
great shall he the peace of thy children." Do you 
remember what the angels sang when Christ was 
born into the world ? " Glory to God in the highest, 
and on earth peace, good will towards men.'' The 
Bible was given us to bring peace to the mind and 
joy to the heart ; to make the miserable happy, to 
wipe away our tears, to change our sighs into songs 
and our complaints into praises. And what did 
Christ suflfer for and die for ? Hear His own words : 
*• My peace I give unto you ; not as the world 
giveth, give I unto you." 

Oh this peace of Christ ! there is nothing like it 

Paul says that it "passeth understanding.'' It is 

so great that we cannot understand it. Is there 

any other kind of Ixapipm^s^ that one can say this 
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of? And what says David? "Great peace have 
they that love Thy law." And by this he means, 
they who are "taught of the Lord" to love and 
obey the Bible. And as the Bible gives us peace, 
so does that other teacher, the Holy Spirit. Paul 
says that the ** fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, 
peace.^' 

Yes, none are so happy as those whom God 
teaiehes ; and none so miserable as those who will 
not open their ears and their hearts to His instruc- 
tions ; for, " There is no peace, saith my God, to the 
wicked." 

And " great '' as is this peace, none are too small 
or too young to enjoy it. 

There was once a poor man who, with his little 
son to help him, worked all day among the coal- 
mines, away under ground. The man loved 
his Bible, and he took it with him to read a few 
verses by the light of the lamp, when he left off his 
work to eat his meals. And his boy had got a 
Bible in the Sabbath-school, and took it every day 
with him to the mines, that he might read it when 
his father did. One day when they were at work, 
a part of the coal-roof fell down upon the boy, 
crushing his feet with heavy pieces of coal, so that 
he could not move. 

' " What can I do for you, my poor dear boy ? " 
shouted the father. 
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" Nothing, I fear," said he ; " but my lamp is not 
out yet, and I am reading my Bible. The Lord is 
with me." 

Help was called, and after a few hours' hard 
labour the miner's child was found dead. Ah, he 
had been " taught of the Lord," and great was his 
peace ; and though he had been dying by inches 
down in that dark, dreary pit, his soul had gone 
from it to the bright glories of heaven. 

And let me tell you of the peace that the Bible 
brought to a little girl, who was also a Sunday scholar. 
Her father was a drunkard ; but though he did not 
love and obey God's Word, he let Bessie go to the 
Sabbath-school, and her teacher gave her a little 
red-covered Bible, with her name printed in gilt 
letters on the back. A very happy child was she 
when she went home and showed her treasure to 
her mother ; and from that time she never failed to 
commit a verse to memory every day. 

When Bessie was eight years old she was very 
sick. " Do you think I shall get well ? " she asked 
the doctor. 

I hope so," said he. 

But do you think I shall ? " said she ; "I shan't 
be afraid to die, and go to heaven where Jesus is." 

And when she grew worse, and they told her she 
must die, "I am glad," said she; "I love Jesus, 
and want to go to heaven. But when I go, I want 
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you to put my little Bible in my hands. God will 
let me carry it to heaven, I guess, because I am so 
little. Then when Jesus says, ' Suffer little children 
to come unto me,' I can turn right to the place ; 
and I know He will be glad I learned it while I was 
down here." 

Bessie's father was sitting close beside her, and 
he burst into tears, for it almost broke his heart 
to think she was going to leave him. Soon he 
sobbed out, " Shall I not pee you again, my little 
girl { " And then she put her weak little hand 
in his, and whispered, " If you love the Saviour, 
dear father, you will go to heaven. Won't you 
love Him ? I shall want you and mother to be 
there." 

" I don't know what to do. I don't know how 
to find the way," said the poor man. 

Then little Bessie's face brightened, and she said 
to her teacher, " Don't put my Bible in my hands 
when I go. I want father to have it ; and when I 
get to heaven, I will tell Jesus that I left my little 
Bible to show dear father and mother how to find 
the way. Be sure you come, father ; be sure — you 
— come." 

The father and mother wept over her coffin, and 
held her little Bible in their clasped hands. And 
then they read and studied that Bible till they had 
found the way to heaven. 
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Little Bessie had been " taught of the Lord," and 
" great '^ was her " peace/' 

You all need this peace. You need it now ; for 
you cannot be happy too soon. You need it every 
day ; for the youngest child has his little sorrows, 
and needs Christ's love to cheer him — has his tears 
for Christ to wipe away. You need it every night 
when you go to your rest, not knowing whether 
you shall awake in this world or the next. Oh, 
how delightful then to say with the psalmist, " I 
will both lay me down in peace, and sleep ; for 
Thou, Lord, only makest me to dwell in safety." 
You will need it when you die, and your soul goes 
up to God who gave it. You will need it when 
you stand before the judgment-seat of Christ. You 
will need it through all eternity. Oh then, will you 
not become a scholar in the school of Christ, and 
learn of Him, and be taught of God, laying up His 
truths in your heart and obeying them in your life ? 
Hark! God himself speaks to you by His Word, 
and asks you this great question : " Wilt thou not 
from this time," that is, from this hour, this moment, 
" cry unto me. My Father, thou art the guide of my 
youth ? " What is your answer I 
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^ We fight against evil, and battle with wrong ; 
Our sword is the Bible, both trusty and strong ; 
Our watchword is prayer, and faith is our shield ; 
And never, no, never, to foes will we yield. 

" In tho midst of our conflicts we '11 think of the Lord, 
Who died on the cross, and from death was restored. 
To save us from sin, and to give us a place 
With the angeb, who always behold His bright face. 

" To Jesus, our Captain, hosannas we raise. 
And join with our teachers in singing His praise ; 
His soldiers we are, and His soldiers will be. 
Till we lay down our armour, and death sets us free.*' 




THE LITTLE SOLDIER 

'' Then said David to the Philistine, Thou comest to me with a 
sword, and with a spear, and with a shield ; but I come to thee 
in the name of the Lord of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, 
whom thou hast defied.'' — 1 Sam. xvii. 45. 

►OU have perhaps read some of the old stories 
that are found in so many children's books 
about giants who never lived — ^men who 
were as high as a house or a church-steeple, 
and who made everybody about them tremble lest 
they should eat them up alive. Now these stories 
are all very silly, and what is worse, they are un- 
true ; and I am glad that our fathers and mothers 
in these days are giving their children better things 
to read than those frightful old stories, that used 
to make the little folks afraid to be in the dark, 
lest some giant or hobgoblin should come after 
them. 

But I am now goiug to tell you a true story about 
a giant who lived almost three thousand years ago. 
He was almost ten feet high ; that is, about as tall 
as one of the lamp-posts in our streets, and all 
covered over with thick brass armour, that no sword 
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Was strong enough to pierce through and kill him. 
He carried a great sharp spear, that was heavier than 
most boys could lift, and all his armour weighed about 
two himdred pounds. He must have been a terrible 
object as he tramped along, the brass and iron clank- 
ing heavily ; and we cannot wonder that the people 
were frightened when he shook his tremendous spear 
at them, and roared out in a voice like thunder, " I 
defy the armies of Israel this day ; give me a man, 
that we may fight together," 

There was war then between the Israelites and 
the Philistines, and the two armies stood on two 
mountains opposite to each other, when the giant 
Goliath shouted across the valley, " Choose you a 
man for you, and let him come down to me. If he 
be able to fight with me and to kill me, then will 
we be your servants ; but if I prevail against him 
and kill him, then shall ye be our servants, and 
serve us." 

But who would dare to fight the terrible giant 1 
The soldiers were all afraid, for they knew that that 
heavy spear could mow down men like grass ; and 
what could one man do ? And still every morning 
and night, for forty days, the giant came out and 
said the same words : '* I defy the armies of Israel 
this day ; give me a man, that we may fight to- 
gether." 

Ah, the man was not in that army whom Grod 
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had chosen to kill the proud Philistine ; he was 
** feeding his father s sheep at Bethlehem/' But at 
the end of the forty days, David's father sent him to 
carry some presents of bread and parched corn to 
his brothers, who had gone to the war ; and when 
he reached the camp, he too heard the giant say over 
those awful words, ** I defy the armies of Israel this 
day." Was David afraid when he heard this ? No ; 
although he was young, and did not love to fight, 
yet he loved his country, and wanted to do what he 
could to save it from its wicked enemies. His 
brothers were very angry with him for daring to 
think of such a thiujo^, and kin^; Saul told him that 
he was too young ; but David felt that the Lord 
would be with him, and that was enough. 

So he took his shepherd s staff in one hand, and 
gathered some smooth stones out of a brook that ran 
near by, and put them into a bag, and took a sling 
in the other hand, and went out to meet the giant. 
Goliath was very angry when he saw him coming. 
He had asked for a man to fight him, and here was 
one who looked more like a boy. He had looked 
for an armed soldier, but David had no sword or 
spear, only his shepherd's staff and sling. " Am I a 
dog/' he asked, " that thou comest to me with 
staves? Come to me, and I will give thy flesh 
unto the fowls of the air, and to the beasts of the 
field/' 
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But all these brave words did not frighten David. 
" Thou comest to me,'' was his noble answer, ** with 
a sword and with a spear, and with a shield ; but I 
come to thee in the name of the Lord of hosts, the 
God of the armies of Israel, whom thou hast de- 
fied/' " And all this assembly shall know that the 
Lord saveth not with sword and spear ; for the 
battle is the Lord's, and he will give you into our 
hands." 

As soon as the giant heard these words, he came 
with his heavy spear to meet David. And David 
ran to meet the giant, and put a stone in his sling, 
and whirled it once or twice about his head, and he 
took such good aim that the stone went straight 
into the giant's forehead, as if it had been a bullet, 
and with a heavy crash he fell down dead. When 
David saw that he had killed him, he ran and stood 
upon his great body, and with the giant's own sword 
cut ofi" his head, and carried it back to Jerusalem. 
Then there was great rejoicing, and David was loved 
and honoured by the people for what he had done ; 
and after a few years he was made king in the place 
of Saul, and was one of the greatest and best men 
that ever lived. 

There are several things that this story teaches 
us ; and the first is this — 

1. That God can do great things by little means. 

Who would have supposed that the boy David, 
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with his sling and stone, would have been a match 
for the giant Goliath, with his heavy spear and his 
brass and iron armour ? Or who would have thought 
that Joseph's visit to his brothers, like David's visit 
to his, would have led to his becoming so great a 
man, and such a blessing to the land of Egypt and 
to all his father's family ? Who could have dreamed 
that the putting of a babe in the little cradle of 
bulrushes in the river, or the passing of Pharaoh's 
daughter that way, could have been the means of 
raising up the great and good Moses to lead the 
Jews out of Egypt ? Yet all these things are true ; 
and they show that when God chooses to do any- 
thing. He can do it in a way that no one else would 
think of. 

Oh, what am I good for ? asks the child or youth. 
When I am a man or a woman I will try to do 
great things ; but I am so small and weak, I am 
sure I can do nothing now. Can you not ? Sup- 
pose David had talked in this way, do you think 
the giant ever would have been killed ? 

A gentleman who was once lecturing, said, 
" Everybody has influence ; even that little child," 
pointing to a little girl who sat near by in her 
father's arms. " That 's true, sir," cried the man ; 
and when the lecturer had done speaking, he said to 
him, " I beg your pardon, sir, but I could not help 
speaking. I was a drunkard ; but as I did not like 
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to go to tbe public-house alone, I used to carry this 
child. As I approached it one night, hearing a 
great noise inside, she said, ' Don't go, father/ 

" * Hold your tongue, child/ 

" * Please, father, don't go/ 

" * Hold your tongue, I say/ 

** Presently I felt a big tear fall on my cheek. I 
could not go a step further, sir : I turned about and 
went home, and have never been in a public-house 
since, thank God for it. I am now a happy man^ 
sir, and this little girl has done it all ; and when 
you said that even she had influence, I could not 
help saying, * That 's true, sir/ " 

Yes, all have their influence, even the smallest 
child ; and God used the tear that fell froiji the eye 
of that little girl, and made it stronger than the 
giant rum. AVas it not like the pebble killing 
Goliath 1 

In Holland they have great dykes or dams to 
keep the water from running over into the fields 
and villages. If one of these should break, there 
would be a great flood, which would sweep away the 
houses and spoil the lands for many miles around. 
Once a little boy, looking at a dyke, saw the water 
trickling through a small hole. There was nobody 
near to speak to, and he knew that if it was not 
stopped at once it would grow larger and larger, till 
the water would come through like a river, carrying 
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, everything before it. What did he do? He put 
his hand over that little hole, and in this way kept 
it stopped until help came, and the dyke was mended. 
That hand saved thousands of dollars and many 
precious lives. AYas it not like the pebble against 
the giant ? 

Now whether God uses your tears, like those 
of the little girl, or your smiles, whether your 
hands or your feet or your voice, they can all 
do something ; and if God sees best, can do great 
things. The kind word, the pleasant, obliging act, 
the good example, the pennies given to the poor, or 
sent to the missionaries, or the simple prayer, all 
may be more important than you think. A penny 
seems but little, yet it once paid for a tract that 
God blessed to the saving of a precious soul in 
India ; and then that soul tried to save others, and 
so on, until the bright spark, that perhaps some 
little hand in this country had kindled, became a 
great flame, and very many hearts were warmed 
and made happy by it, and almost a whole village 
in that heatben land became Christians. 

Eemember this, then, that none are too small to 
do good ; and if you sometimes feel discouraged, 
and think that the little which you can do is of no 
consequence, and will not amount to anything, just 
think of the pebble and the giant, and go to work 
Try to be as good as David was, and better if you 
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can, and let all your life be like a soft, bright light 
to shine around you, that shall seem to say to every- 
body, See how beautiful religion is in this dark 
world. See how sweet Christ's love is, and how 
strong Christ^s grace is for those who love and obey 
Him. 

^ Jesus bids us shine 

With a pure, clear light, 
Like a little candle 
Burning in the night. 
In the world is darkness, 

So we must shine, 
You in your small comer. 
And I in mine. 

"^ Jesus bids us shine 
First of all for Him ; 
Well He sees and knows it, 
If our light is dim. 
He looks down from heaven, 

To see us shine, 
You in your small comer. 
And I in mine. 

*^ Jesus bids us shine 
Then for all aroimd, 
For many kinds of darkness 
In the world are found. 
There 's sin, there 's want and sorrow ; 

So we must shine, 
You in your small comer, 
And I in mine." 

II. A second thing to be learned from the story 
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of David is, that the only way for us to conquer 
giants is by trusting in God. 

But are there any giants in these days — ^any men 
like Goliath, ten feet high, with their brass coats of 
mail, and spears like weavers' beams ? No ; but 
there are monsters a great deal more frightful ; and 
they are all about us, sometimes within us, trjdng 
to destroy, not our bodies, but our precious, precious 
souls. You cannot see them, but you have often 
heard and felt them, and found them many a time 
too strong for you. 

One of these giants is Pride, He comes with 
great swelling words to the heart of a man or child ; 
and when he takes hold of you, you cannot shake 
him off yourself, he is so strong and you are so 
weak. Almost before you know it he has crushed 
out sweet humility in the heart, and made it vain 
and boastful. Ah, look out for this giant ; for what 
says the Bible ? " Pride goeth before destruction, 
and a haughty spirit before a fall ; " that is, if you 
are proud and haughty, you will be sure to be 
destroyed. 

Another giant whom we might call the father of 
Pride, is Selfishness. Oh, how many a tender, gener- 
ous, loving heart he has seized in his strong hand, 
and crushed out all its goodness and love, and made 
it cold and mean and hard ! What can be more 
sad than to see a selfish boy or girl, who thinks 

H 
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more of pleasing seK than of pleasing others and 
obejdng God 1 This giant has killed tens and hun- 
dreds of thousands. For the worst of it is, people 
do not try to fight against him, because he makes 
them think that if they do so they will only hurt 
themselves. But this is not so; the selfish are 
always unhappy ; and the more we can be like the 
blessed angels who do good to all around them, and 
love and serve one another and God, the happier we 
shall be. 

Another giant is Temper. What an ugly mon- 
ster he is ; and how ugly he makes any one look and 
act whom he once gets within his power ! 

Then there are giants of Temptation all around 
us — ^temptation to lie, or steal, or break the Sabbath, 
or take God's name in vain, or to be idle or intem- 
perate. Many strong men have been conquered and 
destroyed by these. How weak and helpless, then, 
is a child or youth against them. Yet there have 
been boys and girls who have trusted in God, and 
so have overcome them. 

Two wicked men once told a good boy that he 
must swear, or they would set a great fierce dog 
upon him. 

"I can't swear," said the boy, "it would be 
wicked." 

" You shall, or the dog shall tear you to pieces^" 
said the cruel men. 
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** No/* answered the boy, " I won't swear, God for- 
bids it." 

" At him, then," said one of the men to the dog. 
Now these men did not mean to let the dog bite the 
boy ; they only meant to frighten him into the sin 
of swearing. But the dog being set on, sprung sud- 
denly from the man who held him, and fastened his 
sharp teeth in the noble little fellow's arm, and 
before the men could get him off, that arm was 
badly mangled. Fainting with loss of blood, he was 
taken into the house, and put to bed ; but a fever 
set in, and in a few days the boy died, forgiving 
his cruel murderers. 

Was he not a noble boyi Although his body 
died, his spirit was a conqueror, and we believe he 
now wears a martyr's crown in heaven. He was 
smaller than David, but he fought against a greater 
giant than Goliath, and overcame him. 

But the great giant of all, with whom every man, 
woman, and child must fight, or else be destroyed 
for ever, is the one of whom the Bible says that he 
" goeth about as a roaring lion, seeking whom he 
may devour." That is Satan. He stalks through 
the world : he comes to the Church, which is the 
army of God, as Goliath came to the Israelites; 
and he does not let the Sunday-school army alone. 
Everywhere he says, " I defy the armies of God. 
Give me a man or a child, that I may fight with 
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liim." And all the time he is destroying the souLs 
of the old and the young ; and whether you think 
of it or not, he is trying his best to kill your souls, 
and drag them down to hell, that he may make 
you miserable for ever. 

Can you fight him alone ? Oh, no. Have you not 
found out very often, that although you try ever so 
hard to be good and to do right, Satan will make 
you think wrong thoughts and do wrong things ? 
And it seems as if you could not help it. Ah, little 
soldiers, you may think you are very strong and 
brave, but Satan will always be stronger ; and if 
you fight him alone, he will be sure to destroy you, 
as he has destroyed thousands of others. 

And this is why I say that the only way for 
us to conquer these giants, and to conquer Satan, 
who is the king of them all, is by trusting in 
God. 

Suppose that David had put on the armour that 
Saul wanted him to wear, and had gone to meet 
Goliath with big boasting words, and had said, 
" Come on ; I am as strong as you are, and my 
sword will give your fiesh to the birds and beasts /' 
do you think he would have killed him ? No ; one 
blow of the giant's heavy spear, and David would 
have fallen dead on the field. But David did not 
do this. He prayed to God, and trusted in God, 
and said, " I come to thee in the name of the Lord 
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God of hosts ; *' and God made his arm strong, and 
God helped him to take such good aim, and God 
made the little stone go straight into the giant's 
forehead and kill him. So God will always help us 
if we trust in Him. 

" He wiU give us grace to conquer, 
And keep us to the end." 

In a part of Sweden there are many fierce wolves, 
who carry oflf the sheep and lambs, and sometimes 
have taken even little children, and eaten them up. 
One evening a little girl was passing through some 
woods on her way home, when all at once she saw 
five great wolves coming around her. Think how 
frightful this must have been. But she knew that 
she had, through Christ, a Father in heaven who 
had promised to hear those who pray to Him ; and 
so she fell down on her knees in the snow, and shut 
her eyes, and prayed in her heart that God would 
save her. The more she prayed, the more her fears 
were ta;ken away from her, and when she opened 
her eyes the wolves had all gone away. They had 
run to the village close by, and seized a great dog 
and devoured him. Thus the merciful God heard 
her prayer, and saved her. 

Now we in this world, that is so full of sins and 
temptations, are like that girl in the forest of wolves. 
But the Lord Jesus is strong, and is always ready 
to help those who love and trust Him. 



i 



118 PLEASANT PATHS. 

'< Little ones to Him belong ; 
They are weak, but He is strong.'' 

But do not think that because Christ is strong, 
you are to do nothing. David had to useh is sling 
and stone ; and though it seemed but little that he 
could do with it, yet it was enough, for God blessed 
it. So we must do all that we can to resist Satan 
and obey God, and get to heaven. We must pray 
all that we can. It may seem to be a little thing 
to kneel before God and ask His blessing and for- 
giveness, but it will be strong enough to bring God 
to your side and give you the victory. 

Oh, trust in God, and ask Him to make you all 
good soldiers of Jesus Christ. Christ wants you all 
to fight upon His side. The Church wants you. 
The holy angels want you to fight with them against 
Satan now, and to sing with them hereafter. All 
heaven wants you to stand up like heroes for the 
Lord Jesus. Will you not do it ? Go forth then, 
like David, against the giants of evil that are trying 
to kill your soul, and then, just as David went back 
to Jerusalem with the head of Goliath in his band, 
and the people all shouting. Victory, victory! so 
when the conflict is over, you shall go up to the 
heavenly Jerusalem with shouts of victory, and 
your head shall wear a brighter crown than the one 
that David wore ; and there you shall be for ever 
free from sin and Satan, and shall find that Christ's 
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words are true : ** To him that overcometh, will I 
give to sit with me on my throne, even as I also 
overcame, and am set down with my Father on His 
throne/' 

May God give us all this victory, for Christ's 
sake. 
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" I WANT to be like Jesus, 
So lowly and so meek ; 
For no one mark'd an angry word, 
That ever heard Him speak. 

" I want to be like Jesus, 
So frequently in prayer ; 
Alone upon the mountain-top 
He met His Father there. 

" I want to be like Jesus, 
Engaged in doing good. 
So that of me it may be said, 
* She hath done what she could.* 

" Alas, I 'm not like Jesus, 
As any one may see ; 
gentle Saviour, send Thy grace, 
And make me like to Thee.^ 




THE CHILD JESUS. 

''And the Child grew, and waxed strong in spirit, filled with wisdom ; 
and the grace of God was upon Him." — Luke ii. 40. 

>T is a pleasant thought to us that Jesus Christ 
was once a little child ; that although He was 
the glorious King of heaven. He did not come 
down to this world a full-grown man, as He 
might have done ; but that He lay a smiling babe 
in His mother's arms, and then grew up just as we 
grow, from boyhood to youth, and from youth to 
manhood. 

One might think that when God's own Son came 
down from heaven and became a child in this world, 
He would have been born in a palace, and would 
have had everything around Him that either He or 
His parents could wish for. It is true that no house 
would have been too grand for His home, yet He 
was cradled in a manger ; and instead of the quiet, 
peaceful life that most children lead, wicked men 
tried to kill Him when He was only a tender 
infant. 

The king of Judea at that time was a very cruel 
man, and he was afraid of this little helpless child, 
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because he had heard Him called " the King of the 
Jews."* He knew that Jesus had been bom in Beth- 
lehem ; and so, to make sure of killing Him, he had 
all the little children killed who lived in and around 
that city. It must have been an awful sight — the 
dear little babes clinging to their mother's arms, and 
the hard-hearted soldiers snatching them away and 
stabbing them with their swords. Oh, we cannot 
tell how desolate Bethlehem was that night, or how 
many a Eachel was, as the prophet had said, " weep- 
ing for her children, and would not be comforted, 
because they were not." 

But where was Jesus all this time ? Away off 
on the road to Egypt, safe in His mother's arms, for 
God was wiser and stronger than Herod, and He 
had warned the father of Jesus in a dream, and told 
him to go to Egypt, and stay there till king Herod 
was dead. 

Thus God watched over the young Child's life ; 
and when Herod died, His parents came back with 
Him to Judea, and lived at Nazareth. And while 
they lived there, we are told that " the Child grew, 
and waxed strong in spirit, filled with wisdom ; and 
the grace of God was upon Him.'' 

Now if Jesus Christ, who lives and reigns a King 
and a Saviour at God's right hand in glory, was 
once a child upon earth, what does it teach us ? I 
think it shows these three things : — 
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That Jesus is a Friend of children ; 
That He is an Example to children ; 
That He is the Sa^^onr of children. 

I. And first. He is the children's best Frieitd. 

Jesus has not forgotten the time when He was a 
little child. He understands all the little troubles, 
all the cares and griefs of childhood's heart, for He 
has felt them. When the little lip quivers and the 
eyes fill with tears, Jesus knows all that you suffer 
before you have told Him ; and He feels for you 
from the bottom of His heart, and wants you to go 
and lean upon His bosom, that He may comfort 
you. -If He had not been a child Himself, you 
might think, " He will do for the old, but not for 
the young. I fear He will call me foolish when I 
unburden my little sorrows to Him/' But no ; He 
was a child before He was a man, and is as much 
a Friend of the children as of the parents. 

" What do you do without a mother to tell all 
your troubles to 1 " asked a child who had a 
mother, of one whose mother was dead. 

"Mother told me whom to go to before she 
died," answered the little orphan. " I go to the 
Lord Jesus Christ ; He was my mother s Friend, 
and He is mine." 

" Jesus Christ is up in the sky," said the other ; 
" He is away off, and has a great many things to 
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attend to in heaven. It is not likely He can stop 
to mind you." 

" I do not know an3rtliing about that," said the 
orphan; "all I know is, He says He will, and that 's 
enough for me.*' 

Yes, Jesus "says He will" be the children's 
Friend, that He loves and cares for them, and that 
" of spch is the kingdom of heaven," and that is 
enough. And what a Friend He is ! Others there 
are who love you, but none whose hearts are as 
warm as His. How strong He is on His heavenly 
throne — able to do everything to make you happy. 
How wise, knowing better than any one in this 
world what to give you and what to withhold. And 
how unchangeable ! That fond mother's heart wiU 
one day be still and cold, and those eyes that look 
so lovingly into yours will be closed, and you will 
miss the soft hand that is now laid kindly on your 
head ; but the heart of Jesus beats on for ever, and 
His kind eye is never taken off from His friends. 
When your own eyesight shall become dim, and 
death shall snatch you away from those you love 
best here, it cannot part you from the Lord Jesus if 
you are His, for He will love you with an ever- 
lasting love. 

I am sure that every child needs just such a 
good, kind friend as Jesus is. Come to Him now 
just as you are, and trust in His great love. 
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There was once a gentleman, a Sabbath-school 
teacher, who had just returned home from the 
school, and sat down, feeling very sad and dis- 
couraged. He thought that he was not doing any- 
good, and feared, as perhaps your teachers some- 
times fear, that the precious souls of his scholars 
might not after all be saved. Just then his little 
girl passed through the room, singing in a clear, 
merry voice, 

" Oh do not be discouraged, 
For Jesus is your Friend." 

In a moment his face lighted up, and he was happy 
again ; for he thought to himself, " Yes, Jesus is 
my Friend, and He will help me. I can never fail 
while His grace is promised.'' 

So, dear children, make Jesus your Friend by 
giving Him your hearts, and whatever troubles 
come, you need not " be discouraged.^ 

" He will give you grace to conquer, 
And keep you to the end." 

n. A second thing taught in this beautiful verse 
is, that if Jesus Christ was once a child, then He is 
AN Example to all children. 

We do not know all that He did and said when 
a child — what were His studies or His plays, or 
whether He then performed any of those miracles 
by which He afterwards healed the sick and made 
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the wretched happy. But this we know, that He 
was perfectly holy, and had not, like other children, 
a wicked heart that was all the time sinning against 
God. 

We know that He always obeyed His parents ; 
for Luke tells us that He " was subject '' to them. 
If we could have looked in upon the home where 
Jesus dwelt, I think we should have seen the hap- 
piest home there has ever been in this world. Jesus 
was always quick to obey the first word of His 
father or mother ; not slow and tardy as if it were 
hard to obey, not trying to find excuses for disobey- 
ing as soon as He was out of their sight, but 
always anxious to do all He could to gladden His 
parents' hearts and to make their home happy. 

Now if the holy Jesus, whom the angels had 
obeyed in heaven, so honoured His earthly father 
and mother, how much more should all others do so ? 
" Children, obey your parents in the Lord, for tHis 
is right." We all want to live as long as we can. 
How can we do this 1 " Honour thy father and thy 
mother," says God, "that thy days may be long 
upon the land which the Lord thy God giveth 
thee." Ah, many a life that was once bright with 
promise has been shortened by disobeying this com- 
mand. 

A gentleman once visited a jail to see a young 
man who had been a Sabbath-school scholar. The 



THE CHILD JESUS. 129 

keeper took a large bunch of keys, and led him 
through the long, gloomy halls, unlocking one door 
after another, imtil at last he opened the door of 
the cell where the young man was. Without, all 
was beautiful ; the green fields, the sweet flowers, 
and the singing-birds were as lovely as ever ; but 
this young man could enjoy none of these ; no, 
never again could he go out, for he was condemned 
to death. He had killed a man. Though only 
twenty years old, he was yet a murderer. The 
gentleman sat down by his side, and talked with 
him. 

" Oh,'' said he, as the tears rolled down his cheeks, 
" I did not mean to do it, but I was drunk ; then I 
got angry, and before I knew what I was about, I 
killed him. Oh, if I had only minded what my 
Sabbath-school teacher said ; if I had minded my 
mother, I should never have come to this. I should 
never have been here/' 

" It would have made your heart sore, as it did 
mine," said that gentleman afterwards, " to see and 
talk with him. Once he was a happy, playful child 
like you ; now he is a poor condemned young man. 
He did not mind his mother, did not govern his 
temper, and as he grew older he went with bad boys, 
who taught him bad habits ; and he became worse and 
worse, until, as he said, when drunk, he killed a 
man ; and now, after a few weeks, he must sufier 
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the dreadful penalty. As I left him, he said, * Will 
you not pray for me 1 And oh, tell boys every- 
where to mind their mothers, and to keep away from 
bad companions.' " 

What an awful lesson! And remember, dear 
children, that every act of disobedience is planting 
a thorn that, if you live many years, will pierce 
your heart with bitter pain. I envy not the feel- 
ings of any one who stands over the grave of a 
father or mother, and thinks how he has grieved 
that heart that had loved him so tenderly. ** I forget 
a great many things which happened last year," said 
a little girl, weeping ; *' but I can't forget the angry 
words I spoke to my dear mother who is now 
dead." 

Jesus not only obeyed His parents. He also 
obeyed God. When He was only twelve years old, 
He appealed to His father and mother with the 
words, "Wist ye not that I must be about my 
Father's business ? " Oh, that we could see every 
child as anxious to do God's work and obey God's 
will as Jesus was. It is true that none of us can be 
as holy here as that spotless Lamb of God ; yet He 
wants all to be as near like Him as we can ; and if 
we pray to Him, He will take these wicked hearts 
of ours and make them pure and holy, and help us 
with His Holy Spirit to serve and obey God. So 
He has helped many a child, and made them so like 
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Jesos, that people have wondered to see Christ's 
Spirit shining so brightly in the lives of His little 
ones. 

Thas it was with a boy whose companions were 
trying to tempt him to go with them into a drink- 
ing and gambling saloon. He had learned well 
Christ's lesson of obedience to God, and tried hard 
to copy His holy example. Like Jesus in the wil- 
derness, he was ready for the tempter, and gave 
hiTn very much the same kind of answer that Jesus 
gave. 

** I Ve got positive orders not to go there," said 
he, " orders that I dare not disobey." 

" Come, don't be so womanish,'' said the others. 
" Come along, like a man." 

Now if a boy can be made to believe that a wrong 
action is manly, it sometimes becomes very hard 
for him to abstain from it. But John knew that it 
was not only manly, but Christlike and Godlike, to 
do right ; so he said, " No, I can't break orders." 

" Why, what special orders have you got 1 " said 
they. " Show them to us, if you can." 

Then John took a little wallet from his pocket, 
and pulled out a neatly-folded piece of paper. They 
looked on it, and read these words, which had been 
neatly copied from the fourth chapter of Proverbs : 
" Enter not into the path of the wicked. Avoid it ; 
pass not by it ; turn from it, and pass away." 
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"Now," said John, "you see my orders forbid 
my going witli you. They are God's orders, and 
by His help I don't mean to break them.'' 

Noble boy ! Would that there were more like 
him ! Let us stick to our " orders," whatever others 
may do or say. For what is the Bible but God's 
orders to you and mel Let us keep them faith- 
fully, for " in keeping His commandments there is 
great reward." " The way of transgressors is hard," 
but Jesus says, ** My yoke is easy, and my burden 
is light." 

And this verse tells us still more about Jesus. 
As He grew in body. He also " waxed strong in 
spirit," that is, in His mind and heart, and was 
"filled with wisdom." This does not mean the 
wisdom that you get in schools alone, although that 
is valuable, but also the wisdom that Solomon speaks 
of in the book of Proverbs, where he says, " Wisdom 
is the principal thing," that it is better than silver 
and gold and rubies, and then tells us, " The fear 
of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom ; a good 
understanding have all they that keep His com- 
mandments." 

Now we do not expect any child to be as wise as 
Christ was, yet all should try to be as near like 
Him as they can. This is the reason why you are 
taught the heavenly wisdom, the knowledge of God 
and Christ, in the family, the Sabbath-school, and 
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the cliurcli. Yet I am afraid that some children 
are more anxious to grow old and to grow larger 
than to grow wise and good. But remember this : 
if God spares you, the body will grow fast enough 
of itself ; you need not trouble yourself about it ; 
but the mind, the heart, will not grow as they ought 
to, and as Christ's did, without much pains. 

One night a great and good young king lay 
asleep upon his bed, and in his dreams God ap- 
peared to him, and said, "Ask what I shall give 
thee.'' I wonder what you would have asked, if 
God, who owns all things, had said this to you. 
Perhaps you would have said, " Give me great 
piles of gold and silver ; give me a beautiful house 
and horses and carriages, and plenty of fine clothes." 
But the king did not ask for these. " Well," you 
will say, " perhaps he asked for great victories over 
his enemies, and for a larger and more glorious 
kingdom, or even that he might rule over the whole 
world/' No ; he knew of something that riches 
could not buy, and that was worth more than all 
thrones and kingdoms ; and so he asked for wisdom^ 
and said, " Give therefore thy servant an under- 
standing heart." Then God told him that because 
he had asked this, and had not asked for long life 
or riches or honours. He would not only give him 
wisdom, and make him wiser than any man who 
had ever lived, but would also give him those other 
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things that he had not asked for. Who was this 
king ? Solomon, whose wisdom was the wonder of 
the world. 

Now God says to every child, " Ask what I shall 
give thee.'" What do you answer ? Oh, in all your 
prayers ask Him to make you wise and good, and 
He will not deny your request, but, like the four 
children in Babylon who prayed to Him, He will 
give you " knowledge and skill," and help you to 
understand His blessed truth. Oh, that He would 
make you **wise unto salvation,^' that you may 
know Jesus, " whom to know is life eternal.^' For 
riches may "take to themselves wings and fly 
away," and houses and lands may be taken from 
you, and the world itself shall one day be burned 
up ; but after it all, " they that be wise shall shine 
as the brightness of the firmament '' for ever and 
ever. 

Another thing that Luke tells us about the child 
Jesus is, that " the grace of God was upon Him." 

What is grace ? It is love showing itself — the 
favour and friendship of God helping a child or man 
to serve Him. Look at that devoted minister of 
Christ. Once he was the bitter enemy of Christ, 
and did all he could to hurt Him and His Church. 
Suddenly he becomes His most devoted friend. 
He travels everywhere preaching the gospel. Wicked 
men beat him, and stone him, and put him in 
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prison ; but in all his sufferings lie says, " Ngne of 
these things move me/' What is it that has changed 
the wicked Saul of Tarsus into the great apostle 
Paul, and that helps him to do and suffer so much 
for Jesus ? Hear him : " By the grace of God," he 
says, " I am what I am." 

How was it that so many men and women and 
children in old times could bear to be tortured and 
burned alive, rather than deny the Lord Jesus 1 
The secret was this : the grace of God was upon 
them. Why could those little girls at Lawrence, 
about whom you have read, sing so sweetly, "I 
want to be an angel,'' when they lay under a fallen 
building, and the flames were roaring and crackling 
around them 1 Because the grace of God was upon 
them. And how may all children become the dear 
lambs of the Saviour's flock, and become holy and 
Christlike, and go to heaven at last 1 Only by the 
grace of God upon them. And as this grace was 
given to the child Jesus, so, for Jesus' sake, it is 
given to all other children who ask for it. This 
grace can give you a new heart, can take away your 
sins, can make you a child of God, and can bring 
you when you die up to the world of light and 
glory. Will you not then pray for it 1 

IIL I have now shown you how Jesus is the 
Friend of children, that you may love Him ; and 
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the Example of children, that you may be like Him. 
But He is more than these ; He is the Saviour of 
children. 

What a precious truth this is ! For every child 
has a soul that is sure to be lost for ever if Jesus 
does not save it. Young as you are, you are a 
sinner against God. The Bible tells you so ; your 
own heart tells you so. Oh, go lay those sins upon 
Jesus, for He says, "Suflfer the little children to 
come unto me, and forbid them not." He loves 
you, and has died to save you ; yes, to save even 
the youngest child who hears of Him. Any one 
who is old enough to sin is old enough to be saved. 

A little boy in China who had heard the gospel 
and given his heart to God, asked his father if he 
might join the Church. 

" No/' said his father, " you are too small now ; 
I am afraid to have you do so." 

" Why," said the boy, " Jesus has promised to 
carry the lambs in His arms ; and as I am only a 
little boy, I am sure it will be easier for Him to 
carry me.'' 

The dear child was right ; and he became a use- 
ful member of the Church. Are there not other little 
ones who, like him, will spring into the open arms 
of Jesus and be pressed to His bosom, and saved 
by Him from sin and death 1 I hope there are 
many who will do so. 
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And now, to show you what a Saviour Jesus is, 
and how the grace of Grod that I have spoken of 
may rest upon even little children, let me tell you 
a story of two boys who were brothers. Jimmy 
was eight years old, and Charlie was not quite four, 
when both became very sick. But they loved the 
Saviour, and when told that they must die, they 
talked often with their parents and with one another 
about death and heaven. 

"Ma,'^ said Charlie, "I would rather stay with 
you ; but if God wants me up there, I '11 go/' 

Shortly before his death, he asked to see Jimmy, 
who also was dying. He was carried in his father's 
arms to Jimmy's bed. The dying boys were laid 
side by side ; and putting their arms around each 
other's neck, they clung to each other with fond 
kisses. When taken back to his room, Charlie 
called for his kind doctor, and asked him for 
a little cold water, and thanked him for it. 
He made the same request of his nurse, father, 
and mother, and thanked them each in turn. 
Then he said, "Now, papa, I'll go to sleep." 
And he closed his eyes, and was "asleep in 
Jesus." 

Jimmy was dying too. Being so much older, he 
knew of sin, and knew also of the Saviour. One 
day he said, *' I wish I could say that I had never 
sinned ; but no person that ever lived, save Jesus, 
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could say that/' At another time he flung his arms 
around his mother's neck, and said, — 

** Ma, I could not tell you all the wicked things 
I have done in my life, they would grieve you so J 
but I have told them all to Jesus, and He has for- 
given me." 

Yet he had always seemed like a very good boy, 
had loved his Bible, and never disobeyed his parents. 
Next to the Bible, he loved the Pilgrim's Progress, 
which his mother read to him during his sickness. 
The last thing she read to him was the part in 
which Christian and Hopeful were crossing the 
river and entering the heavenly city. 

" Pa, ma," said he, " if Charlie and I die to-night, 
we will cross the river together, like Christian and 
Hopeful, and I will hold up my little brother's head 
above the waters." 

When told that Charlie was dead, he said, " Then 
he has gone before, and will be waiting on the 
shining shore to welcome me with a kiss." 

He had several dollars of money, and this he told 
them to give to a missionary friend of his in Siam. 
It was a part of his daily prayer, as long as he could 
pray, to ask God to convert the heathen. 

One of his last remarks was, *'Pa, I know what 
that key was." 

" What key, my son ? " asked his father. 

He replied, " The key with which Christian and 
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Hopeful got out of Doubting Castle ; that key was 
prayer." 

He suflFered much, but there was no murmuring ; 
he was full of thankfulness and joy and peace. He 
laid his head on the bosom of his Saviour, and like 
his little brother, quietly fell asleep. 

And many, many other dear children have found 
Jesus as their Saviour, and been made the children 
of God, and heirs of the kingdom of heaven. May 
you all love Jesus^ as your best Friend, follow Jesus 
as your best Example, and trust in Jesus as your 
only and almighty Saviour. 
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'^ A OHAKOB to keep I have, 
A God to glorify ; 
A never-dying soul to save, 
And fit it for the sky : 

** To serve the present age, 
My calling to fulfil : 
Oh may it all my powers engage, 
To do my Master's will. 

** Arm me with jealous care, 
As in Thy sight to live ; 
And oh. Thy servant, Lord, prepare 
A strict account to give. 

** Help me to watch and pray, 
And on Thyself rely ; 
Assured if I my trust betray, 
I shall for ever die.'* 



i 




OUR FATHER'S BUSINESS. 



^ Wist ye not that I must be about my Father's business f 

— ^LuKB iL 49. 



SHORT time since there was a story in the 
papers of a little boy about six years old 
who lived in New York, but who had gone 
with his mother to visit fiome friends in the country. 
One day in the winter, when it was very cold, and 
the snow was on the ground, this little boy left the 
house, and when they looked for him he was 
nowhere to be found. They called him loudly, but 
he did not answer ; they sought for him all through 
the neighbourhood, but no one could tell where he 
was. Then they started out, some in one direction 
and some in another, till at last they found him six 
miles away from the house. But even then the 
child could not see or hear his unhappy mother, or 
feel the kiss she gave him, for he was frozen dead. 
He had got lost. Like so many people who cannot 
find the way to heaven,he could not find his way home. 
He had walked those six long miles, hoping all the time 
to reach his mother ; but he was only going farther 
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and farther away from her, until his little strength 
gave out, and he sank down and died. 

You see from this how much depends upon 
going in the right way. You may go ever so fast, 
and try ever so hard to get to heaven, but if you 
do not go in the way that the Bible marks out, you 
will be like that little boy, and only go farther and 
farther away from that blessed home. 

How sorrowful that mother must have felt when 
she could not find her darling child. Just so, I 
suppose, the mother of Jesus felt when, for three 
long days, she thought that her dear Boy was lost, 
and feared that she might never see His face again. 
Jesus was now twelve years old, and His earthly 
parents, Joseph and Mary, took Him with them from 
Nazareth, where they lived, to Jerusalem, to attend 
the Passover. When it was over, they started to 
return, and travelled on a whole day before they 
noticed that Jesus was not with them. They 
thought, no doubt, that He must be with some of 
their friends or acquaintances, who were all going 
together to the same place, and that when they 
stopped to rest for the night, He would come to 
them again. 

But evening came, and they pitched their t^nts, 
and still Jesus did not appear. Then, says Luke, 
" They sought Him among their kinsfolk and ac- 
quaintance.^' They looked through all the caravan. 
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they shouted His name, but He answered not : no 
one had seen Him since they left Jerusalem. No 
doubt His parents then began to feel as Mary 
Magdalene did at Christ's grave, when she said, 
"They have taken away my Lord, and I know not 
where they have laid Him." 

There is but one thing left for them to do : they 
must go back to Jerusalem. So with heavy hearts 
they return, carefully looking for their lost Boy 
along the way, but still they find Him not. So I 
have seen persons seeking the Saviour. They look 
and look, and pray and pray again, till they begin 
to think He is hiding Himself from them, and does 
not mean to answer their prayers, or show Himself 
to them at all. But they who seek Him earnestly 
will find Him ; for has He not said, *' Ask, and ye 
shall receive ; seek, and ye shall find ? " 

So Christ's parents found Him at last ; but where ? 
One might think that they perhaps found Him in 
the streets, weeping because His father and mother 
had gone off without Him ; or in the house of some 
good friend who had taken Him in, and was keep- 
ing Him safely until His parents should come after 
Him. He was in the house of a Friend indeed, for 
He was in God's house, that is, the temple. 

And what was a little boy like Him, who was 
only twelve years old, doing there ? Ah, this was 
the most wonderful of all. He was "sitting in 

K 
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the midst of the doctors/' — that is, the Rabbins or 
teachers — " both hearing them and asking them 
questions/' We do not know what He said to those 
wise and learned men, but Luke tells us that " all 
that heard Him were astonished at His understand- 
ing and answers/' 

Of course His parents were as much surprised as 
any one else, and they asked Him the reason of His 
staying so long behind them, and told Him that 
they had sought Him " sorrowing." But Jesus 
showed them that He had done right ; for said He, 
"Wist ye not that I must be about my Father's 
business ? " It was as if He had said, " You are my 
earthly parents, whom it is my duty to obey ; and 
so I must obey my Father in heaven, who has given 
me important business to do for Him in this world ; 
and it is now time that I was about it." But one 
way of obeying God is by obeying our parents, and 
so Jesus went home with them, and " was subject 
unto them/' and " increased in wisdom and stature, 
and in favour with God and man." 

Now these words of Jesus, when He was a boy, 
teach us two things : — 

That our heavenly Father has given to every child 
and youth some business to do for Him in this 
world ; and 

That, like Jesus, we must go about that business 
as early as we can. 
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I. First, then, this story teaches us that e very- 
child has IMPORTANT BUSINESS to do for His heavenly 
Father. Did you ever ask yourself, "Why was I 
born ? Why did God give me this body, these active 
hands and feet, this tongue, these eyes and ears? 
Why did He give me a mind to think, and a heart 
to feel and love, and this soul that can never die ? " 
Now if you ask these questions of the Bible, you 
will soon find out God's answers to them, and will 
see that He made you as He did all His works, and 
as He made the blessed angels, that you might 
serve Him. He has work to be done for Him in 
heaven, and for this He made the angels ; He has 
work to be done for Him in this world, and for this 
He has made us ; and He gives to every one of us 
just that part of His great work which He wishes us 
to do, and none others can do it for us. He has busi- 
ness for the smallest hands and feet, for the feeblest 
voices, for the tenderest minds and hearts. What 
is it ? 

The first business of every child is to give his heart 
to God and he saved. 

A little boy once heard his older brothers and 
sisters talking about the salvation of their souls. 
They were very anxious to come to Jesus, and to be 
made God's children, but had said nothing to their 
little brother about doing so. He sat for a while 
listening to them, and at last the tears rolled down 
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his cheeks, and he sobbed out, " Have not I a soul 
to save too ? '' Young as he was he felt that he 
had a wicked heart, and wanted it washed in Jesus' 
blood from all its stains. Then the others talked 
kindly with him, and pointed him to the Saviour, 
and he knelt down with them and gave himself to 
Jesus. 

Oh, dear lost lambs of the flock, you all have 
souls to save, and the Good Shepherd Jesus means 
you when He says, " The Son of man is come to seek 
and to save that which was lost.'* 

Another little boy who was very poor, and who 
earned his daily bread by selling newspapers, used 
to go to the Crystal Palace in New York, where 
there were a great many people who had come to 
see the fair, hoping to sell his papers aihong the 
crowd. As he was passing along he found a little 
card with a verse of the Bible upon it. He picked 
it up and put it carefully in his pocket. By and bye 
he found another and another, and at length he had 
quite a little lot of them together. They had been 
scattered there by some good man who was trying 
to be about his Father's business. The boy was 
much pleased with his' little treasures, and h& 
carried them home and sewed them together, and 
made a little book which he called his "Card 
Book,*' and he read and learned all of these texts, 
and. laid them up in his heart. It was all of the 
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Bible that he had ever seen, and he loved it very- 
much. 

A few weeks afterwards, one of the city mission- 
aries of New York was visiting among the poor in 
a dark, narrow street, and up in the attic of a build- 
ing he found this little boy sick and near to death. 
The room was small, the window in the roof was 
broken, and the poor child was lying upon the floor. 
Yet his face was beaming with happiness, and his 
heart full of peace. When the missionary asked 
about his health, he told him that he felt very sick, 
and was longing to die, that he might go and dwell 
with Jesus. 

" Who has told you of Jesus ? " asked the good 
man ; " and how do you know that you will go and 
dwell with Him ? " 

The little sufierer drew out his " Card Book,'' and 
replied; " This tells me that I have a soul to save, 
and that Jesus died to save it. It makes me 
love Jesus and want to go and dwell with Him." 
Soon after he died, and went, I doubt not, to 
Jesus. 

Do those of my readers who have the Bible, and 
the Sabbath-school, and kind Christian friends and 
teachers, think as much about their souls as that 
poor boy ? And while he sings in heaven, shall any 
of you be shut out, because you would not come to 
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Jesus and be saved 1 Oh, think what Christ has 
said : " What shall it profit a man, .if he shall gain 
the whole worid and lose his own soul ; or what 
shall a man give in exchange for his soul 1 *' This, 
then, is the child's first business for God. 

Then there is other work to be done for our 
heavenly Father. If you read the life of Jesus, you 
will see that He all the time " went about doing 
good.^' He did not stop to think of Himself, but 
asked, " How can I make others happy ? " Who- 
ever He met, whether good or bad, old or young, 
rich or poor. He tried to make them the better for 
having met with Him. 

Do you say, I cannot do as Christ did ; cannot 
' heal the sick, and raise the dead, and preach the 
gospel ? Well, if you cannot, you can still be like 
Jesus. The child or youth who obeys his parents, 
who is kind, loving, and forgiving, who gives his 
heart to Jesus, who tells his friends about the 
Saviour, and tries every day to do or say some- 
thing to make them better and happier, is about his 
Father s business in earnest ; and though it may be 
only in little things, is obeying and glorifying God. 

A few years ago there was a little girl living in 
New York, whose mother earned a living by selling 
apples in the market. This little child was taken 
to the Sabbath-school, where she soon became con- 
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verted to God. Then she felt, as Jesus did, that she 
must be about her Father's business. So she went 
and found two other poor little girls, and per- 
suaded them to come to the Sabbath-school with her, 
and in a little while they became earnest, happy- 
Christians too. When these girls were grown up, 
they removed to a part of the country where nothing 
was done to bring the children to the Saviour ; and 
they went to work and gathered the little ones to- 
gether into a Sabbath-school. Then they went 
farther ofF, and formed another school, and then 
another, until in a little while eleven Sunday-schools 
were planted in that neighbourhood. Hundreds of 
children are now there every Sabbath pointed to the 
Lamb of God ; and all this has come of the daughter 
of the poor apple-woman trying to be about her 
Father s business. 

Now who of us cannot do good in this way, and 
help to save souls and glorify God ? Our Father 
has work for us wherever we are : in our homes, 
which may be made beautiful and pleasant by loving 
words and deeds ; in the school, in the playground, 
in the church — everywhere there is work for the 
busiest hands and tongues and feet in the glad ser- 
vice of our Maker. Sometimes children can preach 
most powerfully to those around them, if they only 
knew it. 
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A certain minister in one of our large cities had 
an infidel — that is, a man who tries not to believe 
the Bible — in his congregation. One day he preached 
a very powerful sermon on infidelity, which he hoped 
would convince that man. But it had no efiect on 
him ; he went out from church that Sabbath, caring 
no more for religion than he did when he entered 
it. When he reached home, he saw a tear trembling 
in the eye of his little daughter, whom he loved very 
tenderly, and he asked her the cause of it. 

She said, " I was thinking of what my Sabbath- 
school teacher told me of Jesus Christ." 

" And what was that 1 " said her father. 

" Why, she said He came down from heaven, and 
died for poor me ; ^* and then the tears gushed from 
her eyes, and she sobbed out, " Father, should I not 
love one who has died for me ? ^' 

Then the proud heart of the infidel was touched. 
His little daughter had, without knowing it, preached 
him a sermon that was more powerful than any 
that he had ever listened to. Very soon that man 
was asking Christians to pray for him, and said he, 
'* Under God, I owe my conversion to a little child, 
who first convinced me by her artless simplicity that 
I ought to love one who had so loved me.^' 

And ought we not all to love Him who came down 
from Leaven and died for poor you and poor me ; 
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and to love Him so strongly that we will do all that 
we can to make others love Him too 1 

A young man once saw upon the walls of a room 
a picture of Christ upon the cross. Beneath it some 
one had written these words : " I did this for thee ; 
what hast thou done for Me ? ^' It was a solemn 
question, and do all he could, he could not drive it 
from his mind. He thought how unthankful he 
had been in keeping back his heart and his service 
from such a Saviour ; and he knew no peace until 
he resolved to follow Jesus, and labour for Him for 
the rest of his life. Oh, if we have the love of Jesus 
in our hearts, we cannot help serving and obeying 
Him. 

Among the Karens in Burmah, where the mission- 
aries have been labouring for many years, there was 
a tribe called the Bghais, who were very savage and 
warlike. The missionaries were anxious to send 
them a teacher of religion ; but who would go and 
risk his life among such a cruel people 1 

One day Shapan, a converted Karen, said, " I wish 
I knew enough to go to the Bghais." 

" Perhaps you do,'* said the missionary's wife ; " or 
if not, God can make you know enough.'' Then the 
good lady sat down and began to catechize him in 
the Scriptures. After about two hours spent in this 
way, he looked up delighted, and said, "Why, 
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mamma, I didn't think I knew half so much/' Then 
he was told he might go. Now Shapan was a boat- 
man, and earned fifteen rupees — about seven dollars 
— a month ; but they told him that if he went to 
the Bghais, he could have only four rupees — ^less 
than two dollars a month. Shapan took his Testa- 
ment and went out to think and pray over it. He 
was absent for some time, but when he came back 
his face was shining with joy. 

" Well, Shapan," asked the missionary, " what is 
the decision ? Can you go to the Bghais for four 
rupees a month ? " 

"No, teacher," he answered, very solemnly, "I could 
not go for that ; but I can do it for Christ." And he 
went, and nearly a thousand Bghais were converted, 
and forty Christian churches were planted ; and he 
has since gone on another mission "for Christ/' 

So, whether we may best serve God by one way 
or another, at home or abroad, or even by giving 
ourselves to be ministers or missionaries, let us ever 
be ready to do it for Christ ; thinking, 

" What hath your Saviour done for you ; 
And what for Him will you not do 1 *' 

11. The second thing that the story of Jesus in 
our text teaches us is, that we must go about our 
heavenly Father s business just as soon as we 

CAN. 
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This Jesus did. He was only twelve years old 
when He spoke the words that we are now talking 
about. He did not think then that religion belongs 
to the old and not to the young, or that He could 
put off God's work until He became a man. " Wist 
ye not/' He says, as if telling them they ought to 
have known that youth is the time to serve the 
Lord — " wist ye not that I must be about my 
Father's business 1 " He does not say, " I may be, 
if I wish,'' but, " I must be." Oh, that I could put 
these words into the heart and mouth of every child 
and youth. A great many have tried to go about 
this business when it was too late ; but no one ever 
began it too early. Many have mourned, and will 
mourn for ever, that they have put it off ; but did 
you ever hear of any one's being sorry that he had 
begun it too soonl No, no ; and so you must be 
about it now, to-day. 

You must, for God commands it. You must, for 
there is much work to be done : your soul to save, 
and the souls of others, the gospel to obey, tempta- 
tions to resist, your heart and life to be made holy, 
and a crown and kingdom to gain in the skies. You 
must, for life is short, and death, judgment, and 
eternity are every minute drawing near. 

A boy lay on his bed, weak and pale from a 
severe sickness. He had early loved the Saviour, 
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and though life was beautiful, he was willing to 
die. 

"You are going to heaven, my dear boy,'' said 
the minister, smoothing his wavy brown hair. " You 
are now in the dark valley, but Christ is with you. 
' I am with you always,' He says, ' even unto the 
end.' " 

" I know it, I know it," answered the child ; * I 
am with you always ; ' but say the other." 

" What other, my darling ? " asked his mother. 

Jamie's breath grew shorter ; but at last he said, 
turning his eyes full upon his father, who was not a 
Christian, " ' Be ye also ready ! ' God, may my 
father never be able to forget, * Be ye also ready.' " 

" My darling Jamie," cried his father, throwing 
his arms around him, " you must not die." 

" * Be ye also ready,' " again came from the cold 
lips pressed against his cheek. It was the last effort 
of that little life. Jamie had finished the business 
his heavenly Father had given him to do below, and 
his spirit went up to its higher service of God, to 
engage with all the holy angels in glorifying Him 
for ever in heaven. And that father was not " able 
to forget " the last message of his departed boy, but 
at once sought the Saviour, that he might be " also 
ready" to join him in the new Jerusalem. 

So, dear children, there comes a message to your 
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hearts from many a deathbed and from many a 
little grave, "Be ye also ready/' Have you not 
seen your little friends and companions, or perhaps 
a brother or sister, laid under the ground ? And 
have you asked, " Why was I spared 1 " You were 
spared that you might have time to be ready for 
death and heaven. But we know not how much 
longer God will wait. We only know that death is 
coming, and the judgment is coming, and eternity 
is coming, and heaven and hell are coming. Oh, 
what will they bring to you 1 

There was a poor little boy who had in some way 
become a cripple, so that he could not walk. He 
used to wheel himself around on a ferry-boat in 
England, singing and playing on a little instrument 
to please the passengers, who always gave him a few 
pennies for his music. 

One day a lady looked at him and said, though 
not meaning that he should hear it, "Poor boy; 
what a life to lead ; what has he in all the future 
to look forward to ? " 

But the tear that started in the boy's eye showed 
that he did hear her ; and when she passed by him 
to step on shore, he said in a low voice, but with a 
smile that went to her heart, " I 'm looking forward 
to having wings some day, lady." Happy boy ! he 
was about his Father's business. He did not mind 
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being a cripple for a little while in this world, for 
he felt that when he died he should be like the 
angels in glory, and should make sweeter music on 
his heavenly harp. 

How many of my dear readers are looking for- 
ward to such happiness ? I know how some children 
feel about religion. They think they should like to 
be Christians, but there are so few of their own age, 
so few of their friends and companions, who are 
Christians, that they think they can put it oflf until 
they are older, But I tell you solemnly, God asks 
your heart to-day; and what right have you to 
keep it back? Your Father in heaven asks you 
to-day to come to Him, that He may fit you to 
serve Him, and prepare you to die and go to heaven ; 
and how can you refuse Him ? 

Never was there a time when so many of the 
young, yes, even of the little ones, were turning to 
Jesus, as now. Little children often send requests 
like these to the Fulton Street prayer-meeting in 
New York : — 

" I want you to ask Christ to forgive me all my 
sins. I want to become a Christian ; and please 
ask everybody to pray for me ; and I will pray for 
myself.^' This was from a small girl, who could 
hardly write. 

Another says, " Please pray for me, a Kttle girl 
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of twelve years of age. Also pray for my motlier, 
that she may become a follower x)f Christ." 

In these days, when God seems to be drawing so 
tenderly near to the young, will you stay away from 
Him, and keep back that heart that He asks you 
for ? I hope not, I pray ]jot. May He send down 
His Holy Spirit to make you His child, and take 
away your sins, and fill you with His blessings. 



THE END. 
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